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As llie occosion cf this Poem was real, i 
litious ; HO the mcthoU pursued iu it was 
iiDpoBed bj T"iiat Bpunlaneously arose 
Author's mind on that occa»ioi), tlian me 
or designed. Which will appear verjr pi 
from the nature of it. For it difiera fri 
1 made of poetry } which is, froi 
) draw short morals. Here, 
GODlTBry, the narrative is short, and the w 
arising from it makes the built of the 
The reason of it is, that tlie facts mnntior 
naturally pour these moral rcHectiona < 
tbought of the Writer. 



THE COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT I. 



ON XJFE, DEATH, AND IMHOBTAUT7. 
TO THE RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, ES^v 

SPEAKER OF TB£ BOUSE OF C0MM0H8. 

Tired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Sl^ep \ 

He, like the world, his ready visit pays 

Where Fortune smiles ; the wretched he forsakes ; , 

Swift on his downy pinion flies from- woe, 

And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 5 

From short (as usual) and disturbed repose 
I wake : how happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous ; where my wreck'd, desponding thought, 
From wave to wave of fancied misery 11 

At random drove^ her helm of reason lost. 
Though now restored, His only change of pain, 
(A bitter change !) severer for severe. 
The Day too short for my distress ; and Night; 10 
E'en in the zenith of her dark domain, 
Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess ! from her ebon throne, 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumbering world* ^ 

Silence how dead ! iemd darkness hovr profound ! 
Nor eye nor listening ear an object finds ; 
Creation sleeps. *Ti8 as the getien\ ^\i\sA 
Of life stood still, and Nature rnvid^ flt ^^>)l1A \ 
An arwfvd pause ! prophetic of Y%^t «tA. 
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IFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 7 

mr— OR what ? A fathomless ibyss. 

jternity ! how surely mine ! 65 

eternity belong to me, 

doner on the bounties of an hour? 

X)r, how rich; how abject, how august, 

plicate, how wonderful, is man ! 

ing wonder He who made him such ! 70 

xed in our make such strange extremes ! 

srent natures marvellously mix'd, 

a exquisite of distant worlds ! 

}h'd link in being's endless cliain! 

rom nothing to the Deity ! 75 

thercal, sullied and absorbed ! 

uUied and dishonour'd, still divine I 

ature of greatness absolute ! 

F glory '. a frail child of dust ! 

mmortal ! insect infitiite ! 80 

A god ! — I tremble at myself, 

^self am lost. . At fcomc a stranger, 

ivanders up and down, surprised, aghast, 

ering at her own. How Reason reels ! 

miracle to man is man! 85 

atly distrcss'd ! what joy ! what dread ! 

y transported and alarm 'd ; 

preserve my life ! or what destroy . 

arm can't snatch me from the grave ; 

angels can't confine me there. 90 

: conjecture ; all things rise in proof: 

my limbs Sleep's soft dominion spreads, 
igh my soul fantastic measures trod 
fiekls, or mourn'd along the gloom 
s woods, or down the craggy steep f)6 

dlbng, swam with pain the maiitlcd pool, 
;he cliff, or danced on hollow winds 

shapes, wild natives of the btain \ 
3SS flight, thougk dGvio\i«,a^^^^\vftx w^\.n«^ 
JS5once than the trodden c\od •, ' "^^ 

al, tou'oring, vmcoufwcd, 



8 THE COMPLAINT. v. i. 

Unfettered with her gross companion's fell. 

E'en silent Night proclaims my soul immortal : 

£'en silent Night proclaims eternal day ! 

For human weal Heaven husbands all events : 105 

Dull Sleep instructs, nor sport vam dreams in vain. 

Why then their loss deplore, that are not lost ? 
Why wanders wretched 'Thought their tombs around 
In infidel distress ? Are angels there ? 
SlumberS; raked up in dust, ethereal fire ? 110 

They live ! they greatly live ! a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceived, and from an eye 
Of tenderness let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more justly number'd with the dead. 
This is the desert, this the solitude : 115 

How populous, how vital is the grave ! 
This is Creation's melancholy vault, 
The vale funereal, the sad cypress gloom ; | 

The land of apparitions, empty shades ! I 

All* all on earth is shadow, all beyond J20. 

is substance ; the reverse is Folly's creed. 
How solid all, where change shall be no more ! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the vestibule ; 
Life's theatre, as yet is shut ) and Death, 185 

Strong Death, alone can heave the massy bar, 
This gross impediment of clay remove, 
\And make us, embryos of existence, free. 
From real life but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, ISO 

The future enibryo, slumbering in his sire. 
' Kmbryos we must be till we burst the shell, 
Yon ambient azure shell, and spring to life, 
The life of gods, O transport ! and of man. jr 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts, ^ 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh : \\ 

PrisoneT of earth and pent beneath the moon, 
^ere pinions all his wishes ; wing'dby H»\JlV^xv 
""o ay at infinite, and reach it t\iere, 



ON LirE, tmitll, AND IMMORTALITY. 9 

Where serapiifi gather immortEUity. 140 

On Life's fair tree fa3t by the thrmie of 0«dy 

What golden joy4 ambrosial clustering glow 

In His full beaiHy and ripen for the just, 

Where momentary ag€s are no ^Qr« ! 

Where Time, ahd Pain, and Chance, sttid Death eipiref 

And is it in the £ight of threescore, years 146 

To push eternity from human thought, 

And smother souls immortal in the dust ? 

A soul iiiamortal, spending all her faeu, 

Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 150 

Thrown into tumult, raptured, or alarmed 

At aught this scene can threaten or indulge. 

Resembles ocean into tempest wrought, 

To waft a feather or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this censure ? it o*erwheIms myself; 
How was iny heart mstructed by the world ! 156 

haw «elf-fetter'd was my groveilling souli 
^w like a worm, was I wraptp'd'rouiid and round 
In silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun. 
Till darken'd Reason lay quite clouded o*or 160 

With soft conceit of endless <5otaifort here^ 
Nttr yet put forth her wings to reach the skies ! 
Night visions may befriend (as sung above :) 
^^ waking dreams are fatal. How I dream'd, 
Of things impossible ! (could sleep do more ?) 165 

Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave ; 
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life ! 
"ow richly were my noontide trances hung 
With gdigeous tapestries of pictured jojTB, ITO 

^^y beliind joy, in endless perspective : 
Tiil at Deatli's toll, whose restless iron tongue 
^*lls daily for his millions at a meal, 
^^aJting I woke, and found myself undone. ^ 

Wh^'e now my freuKy 's pompous fmtvi\.\i.tfe>. Vl^ 

^G coftifreb'd cottage, with its ragged. vj?i\\ 

^^ Mouldering mad, is royalty to to« \ 
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The spider's most attenuated thread 
Is <:ord, is cable, to man*s tender tie 
On earthly bliss: it breaks at every breeze. 4 

O ye blttss'd scehes of permanent delight ! 
Full above measure ! lasting beyond bound ! 
A perpetuity of bliss is bliss. 
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy, 
And quite unparadise the realms of light. ^ 

Safe are you lodged above these rolling spheres, 
The baleful influence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour, 
And rarely for the better ; or the best 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Each moment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous scythe, whose ample sweep 
Strikes empires from the root ; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower sphere 1 

Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 
The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss I sublunary bliss ! — ^proud words, uid vain ! 
implicit treason to divine decree ! ■ * 

A bold invasion of the rights of Heaven ! 
I clasp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ero my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miss'd my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine i 

To tread out empire, and to quench the stars. 
The Sun. himself by thy permission shines. 
And,' one day, thou shaJt pluck him from his sphere 
Amid such mighty plunder, why e^xhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean ? *, 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreak*d on me ? 
Insatiate archer.! could not one suffice ? 
TAy shaft Hew thrice, and thrice my ipe»Bu&^ '^t 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moonViaJd. fiJX^dLYv&T 
^ Cynthia! why so pale ? dost thou \waeiv\, 
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To worse than simple misery 
Revolted joys, like foes in cii 
Like bosom friendships to rest 
With rage envenomed rise ag{ 
Beware what earth calls happii 
All joys but joys that never can' 
Who builds on less than aa imi 
Fond as he seems, condemns hif 

Mine diod with thee, Philandol 
Dissolved the charm.; the disencl 
Lost all her lustre. Where her g 
Her golden mountains where ? all 
To naked waste \ a dreary vale of 
The great magician's dead ! Thou 
Of outcast earth, in darkness -. wb 
From yesterday ! Thy darling hof 
(Long-labour 'd prize!) O how ami 
Thy glowing cheek ! ambition tru 
Of virtuous prtise. Death^s sUbtl 
(Sly, treacherous miner !) working 
Smiled at thy well concerted sche 
The worm to riot oi 



^E, DEATH, AND IMMORT ALITIT . l« 

alt out by particles, and each 
5d with the streaming sstxids of life, 
nviolable oath is sworn 370 

36,— where Eternity begins, 
re's law, what may be may be noW ; 
prerogative in human bouts, 
learts what bolder thought can rise 
s presumption on to-morrow's dawn f 375 
3-raorrow? In another World, 
rs this is certain ; the reverse 
tone > and yet on this perhapSj 
venture J infamous for Ues, 
^k of adamant, we build 360 

ain hopes, spin out eternal schemes, 
Fatal Sisters could outspin, 
ith life's futurities, expire, ;^ 

Philander had bespoke his shroud ; 
I cause ; a warning was denied. 88& 

fall as sudden, not as safe ! 
though for years admonish'd home ; 
iUs the last extreme beware ; 
orenzo ! a slow, sudden death : 
ful that deliberate surprise ! ' '390 

•day '; 'tis madness to defer : 
he fatal precedent will plead j 
ill wisdom is push'd out of life. 
ition is the thief of time ; 
year it steals, till all are fled, 305 

mercies of a moment leaves 
oncerns of an eternal scene, 
equent, would not this be strange f 
3 frequent, this is stranger still, 
s miraculous mistakes this bears 400 

* That all men are about to live,* 
n the brink of being born : 
8j2iselves the compliment to ^vnk 
fay shall not drivel, and tWVt "^xSAfc 
eraion takes up ready praise v ^^ 
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At least their own ; their future selves applaud 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 
Time lodged in their own hands is Folly's vails 
That lodged in Fate's to wisdom they consign ; 
The thing they can't but purpose they postpone 
*Tis not in folly not to scorn a fool, 
And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man, 
And that through every stage. When young, i 
In full content we sometimes nobly rest, 
Unanxious foi* ourselves, and only wish, 
As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 
At thirty man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Kesolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. 
And why ? because be thinks himself immort 
All men think all men mortal but themselves ; 
Themselves, when some ^ilarniing shock of Fati 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the sudden 

"But their hearts wounded, Jike the wounded air 
Soon close ; where pass'd the shaft no trace is f 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains, 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel. 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death : 
E'eoi with the tender tear which Nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? that were strange ! 
O my full heart } — But should I give it vent, 
The longest night, though longer far, would fail 
And. the lark listen to my midnight song. 
The sprightly, lark's shrill matin wakes th? mf 
Grief's sharpest thorn hard pressing on lony[^ 

I strive., with wakeful melody, to cheer ,a^^ 
The sullen gloom tB^^QQi PhilomeW Vik,t| 
AjificaJI the stars to listen : every sVaiJ 
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N LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. U 

if to mine, enamoured of thy lay. 

<e not vain ; there are who thine ezoel, 44& 

charm through distant ages. Wrapp'd fai fhaidfty 

ner of darkness ! to the silent hours 

often 1 repeat their ra^e divine, 

ill my griefs, and steal my heart from woe I 

their raptures, but not catch their fire. 460 

, though not blind, like thee, Mieonides ! 

lilton Ktbee ; ah, could I roaeb youi stfain \ 

s* who made Mseonides our own. 

too, he sung : immortal man I sing : 

orsts my song beyond the boimds of life : 465 

t, now, but immortalij^ ca^ please ? 

d he press'd his theme, pursued the traok 

ih opens out of darkness into day ! 

d he mounted on his wing of fire, 

d where 1 sink, and sung immortal man, 460 

had it blessed mankind, and rescued me I 

•Pope. 
2» 
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OH^TIME, DEATH. ANUFRIBNDSfili*. '■ 

TO THE 

-A 

lUGHT HON. THF4 EARL OF WILMINGTON. 

'When the cock creW, he w^pt,* — ^smote'l)/ thitt ey 
Which looks on rhe, on all ; thit l^oWer who bids 
This rriidnight sentihelj witK clarion ghriM, 
Emblem of that which shall awake the dead, 
. Rouse souls feom slumber, into thoughts of Heaven. 
Shall I too weep? wfiei'e then is fortitude? 
And fortitude abandon'd, whdrc is man ? 
' I know the terms on which he sees the light : 
He that is born is listed : life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe : who bears it best ] 

'Deserves it least. — On other themes 1*11 dwell. 
Lorenzo i let me turn my thoughts on thee ; 
And thine on themes may profit ; profit there 
Where most thy need. Themes, too, the gennii 
growth 
NOf dear Philander*s dust. He thus, though dead, 1 
May still befriend.— What themes ? Time's wondroi 

price, 
Peath, friendship, and Philarider's final scene. 

So could I touch these themes as might obtain 
^hine ear, nor leave thy heart quite disengaged. 
The good deed would delight me ; half impress ^ 
On my dark cloud an Iri»>', and from grief 
C&ll glory.^DoBlt thou mourn Philandei'a iaX.«i? 
I know thou aay'st it : says thy life the STima^ 
^ ' *tiourns the dead who lives as iboy deavr^. 



)»EATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. ID 

:6t, that avarico of TimO) 25 

le !) .thought of death inapires, 
eties endoar our gold P 
Id more sacred ; more a. load -- 
i, and fools reputed wise, 
mtod, man without account? 30 

[uandcr'd^ Wisdom's debt unpaid ? ^ 
^s aU due to that discharge. 
68 in wait, he!s at the door ; 
should his strong hand arrest, 
its tiie prisoner free, 35 

hie chain 

tnge^knce claims the. fall arrear. 
Ider'd on the brink ! how late 
last refugean despair ! 
I, O Mead ! to thee I owe *, 4i 

thee with eterhity. 
answers lay desire : 
mortal, past thy cure, 
-that dies not with my strain. 
,hy disease, Lorenzo ? not 4t 

at for moral aid. 
)lly to b9 wise too soon, 
in time ; it may be poor : 
lb mbney, sp^iring ', pay 
1 purchase of its worth ; '" SO 

th^ a&k deathbeds > they can tell, 
fti li£&, reluctant ; big 
'nobler time to come ; 
i, still nearer the great mark 
8, virtue more divine. 56 

\ wisdoih, glory, gain ? ' 
mign in vital union blTids) 
the natives of the bough, 
1 inspire ? AmuaettifenX tev^xv^, 
ad : to trifle is to Vw'a •. ^ 

iflj, too, to die ? 
fach, Lorenzo \ *t\a cot\^€>^s Ai 



As lands and cities with their gUt 
To the poor shatter'd bark, by 6ul 
Thrown off to sea, and soon to pdi 
Will toys amuse ? No ; thrones wl 
And earth and skies seem dust u] 
Redeem we time ?• — ^Its loss we 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high 
He pleads Time's numerous blanki 
The strawlike trifles on Life's coi 
From whom those blanks and trifles 1 
No blank, no trifle Nature made or n 
Virtue, or purposed virtue, still be tl: 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; 
In act no trifle, and no blank in time 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes all 
This the bless'd art of turning all to 
This the good heart's prerogative to 
A i^oyal tribute from the poorest hou 
Immense revenue ! every moment p 
If nothing more than purpose in thy 
Thy purpose firm is equal to the dee 
Who does the best his ciro« 



ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 2i 
Had been an emperor without his crown. JOO 

Of Rome ? say, rather, lord of human; race ; 
He spoke as if deputed by mankind. 
So should all speak : so reason spoalis in all 
From the soft whispers of that God ki man, 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 10^ 

For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 
Time, the supreme !-^Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all oteinity can give ; 
Pregnant w'lth ifcll thaii mtek^B archangels sihile. 
Who intirderd'Tinife, he crushes in the birth 110 

A power ethereaiv oxily not adored. 

,Ah ! how Unj*J«t to Nature and himself 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 
Like children babbling nonsense in their sports 
We censure Nature for a span too sftOrt ; 115 

That span too short we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To lash the Imgoring moments into speed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) frofti ourselves. 
Art, brainless Art ! our furious charioteer, - 120 

(For Nature's voice unstifled would recal) 
Drives headloiig towards the precipice of death ; ' 
Death most our dread ; death thus more dreadful made 
O what a tiddle of absurdity ! 

Leisure is pain ; takes oiF our chariot wheels : 125 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Bless'd leisure ib our curse ; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander, wander earth around. 
To fly that tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beiieath, we groan beneath an hour : 130 
Wo cry for mercy to the next amusement ; 
The neit amusement mortgages our ifields ; 
Slight inconvenience ! prisons hardly^lrown, 
From hateful time if prisons set us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders ua teW©?, V& 

We call him cruel ; years to inom<iT>ls BYvtvnNs., 
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Ages to yeerfl. The teleHcopa is turn'd i 
To man's falae optica (from his roll7 false) 
Time, in odvEuice, beliitid him hides his w'lagB, 
And seems to creep, decrepit with his age, 140 

Behold him when pass'd by j what then ia seen 
But his broad pinions Bwifler Ihan the wiudi ? 
And all roankiiid, in contradiction ationg, 
Rueful, sghaBt, cry out on his cnreer. 

Leave to tby foes these errorE and tbeae UIb ; 149 
To Nature juat, their cause bo4 cute explore. 
Not short Heaven's bounty, boundUsa our expenae ; 
No niggard Nature, men are prodigals. 
We waste, not use our time ; we breathe, not lire. 
Time wasted is existence ; used, ia life : 15C 

And bare existence mail, to live ordaiu'd, 
Wrings and oppresses with enormous weight. 
And why ? since time was given for use, not waate, 

To keep hie speed, nor ever wait for man. 15S 

Time's use was doom'd a pleasure, waste a pun. 

That man migiil feel his error if unseen, 

And, feeling, fly to labour for his euro ; 

Not, blundering, split on idleness for eaae. 15{ 

Life's cares are comforts ; such by Heaven deaign'd ; 

He that has none muat make them, or be wretched. 

Cares are omployments, and without emptoj 

The soul is on a rack, the rack of rest. 

To souls most adverse, action all their joy. 

Hero then the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 1« 
Then Time lurns torment, when man (uina a fool. 
We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plan ) 
Vfo thwart the Ueiiy ; and 'lis decreed, 
Who thwart His will shall contradict their own. 
Hence our unna^uj'al quarrels with ourselves ; 17( 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broil : 
We paah Time from us, and we wish him back : 
Lai-lah oflaalraihs, and yet foni oJViEe; 
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we think long and short , death seek and shun : 

and soul, like peevish man and' wife, 175 

sd jar, and yet are loath to part. , 
i the dark days of vanity ! while here 

tasteless ! - and how terrible when gone ! 

) ? they ne'er go ; when pass'd, they haunt us still-. 

spirit walks of every day deceased, 180 

smiles an angel, or a fury frowns, 

ieath nor life delight us. If time past 

time poBsess'd both pain ns, what can please ? 

which the Deity to please ordain'd, 

I used. The man who consecrates his hours 185 

igorous effort and an honest aim, 

ice he draws the sting of life and death ; 

^alks with Natore^ and hw paths are peace. 

ir error's cause and care are seen : see next 

i^« nature, origin, importance, speed, 190 

thy great gain from urging his career, — 

3nsual man, because untouch'd, unseen, 

»oks on Time as nothing. Nothing else 

ily man's j 'tis Fortune's. — ^Time's a god ! 

thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence I 195 

>r against, what wonders can he do ! 

nrill : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 

n those terms was Time (Heaven's stranger !}sent 

iS imp<Hrtant embassy to man. 

izo ! no : on the long-destined hour, 200 

everlasting a^s growing ripe, 

memorable hour of wondrous birth, 

I the J>read Sire, on emanation bent, 

)ig with Nature, rising in his mighty 

I forth Creation (for then Time was born) 205 

odhead streaming through a thousand worlds ', 

n those terms, from the great days of Heaven, 

old Eternity's mysterious orb 
rime cut Qfi> hnd cast beneath iii<^ aVie%\ 
kiea, which watch him in his iiQY|i«^QdA« ^"^^ 
ring hia motions by revolving fk^\iQX^*> 
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That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, daya, and months^ and years^ his childire: 
Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies ; 
Or rather, as unequal plumes they shapQ : 
His ample pinions, swift as daxt^ flame, 
To gain his goal, to TGVkch his ancient rest. 
And join anew Eternity, his sire ; 
fn his immutability to-nttet, ' 
When worlds, that count his (iircies new, unhii 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headl<»ig rus^i; 
To timeless night aiid chaos, whence they rosei 
Why spur the speedy '• why with levities < . 
JNew-wing thy short, short day's too« rapid flight 
Know'st thou or what thou dost, or whatis4on< 
Man flies from Time, and Time froto man ; too 
In sad divorce, this double flight must end; 
And then where are we ? wliere, Lorenzo i thei 
Thy sports, thy pomps ? I grant thee in a state 
Not unamhitious ; m the ruffled shroud. 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. ,- 
Has Death his fopperies ? then Weil may Life v 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow Bhine. 

Ye well array 'd ! ye lilies of our. land! 
Ye lilies malel who neither t6il nor spin, 
(As sister-lilies might) if not sc wise . 
s As Solomon, more sumptuous to the sight I 
Yo delicate ! who nothing can support^ 
Yourselves most insupportable ! for whon» 
The winter-rose must biow^, the Sun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo ; silky- soft, 
Favonious ! breathe still softer, or be chid ; 
And other worlds send odours, sauce ^ and song» 
And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms 
O ye Lorbnz^os of our age ! who deem 
One moment unaniusfed a misery 
Not made for feefcle man J who call ilotid « • 
Fbr every huttble drivfePd o'er hf nen^^^'- 
^cv iv?i£/d^ and eondeits bf e^«ry ca^ "i 
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For change of follies and relays: of joy, 260 

To drag your patient through the tedious length 
Of a short winter's day — —say, sages ! say, 
^it's oracles ! say, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal night) 
Where such expedients fail ?^- 255 

treacherous Conscience ! while she seems to sleep 
On rose and myrtle, luU'd with siren song ; 
While she seems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop • 
On headlong Appetite the slacken'd rein, 
And give us up to license, unrecall'd, - 260 

Unmark'd : see, from behind Jier secret stand, 
The sly informer minutes every fault, 
And her dread diary witii horrer fills. ■ 
Not the gross act alone employs her pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band. . 5 2€B 

A watchful foe ! the formidable spy . 

Listening, o'erhears the whispers of our c^jlip, . ^ 

Our dawning purposes of heart explores^ f: : > > ' 
And steals our embryos of iniquity. . v/ ^ r : ;. ' 
As all-rapacious usurers conceal / ' . l» ■ IJJJt) 
Their doomsday-book from all-consumiBg hoits^; i 
Thus, with indulgence most severe^ *he 'treat* --' 
Us spendthrifts of inestimable time, '. o*- 

Unnoted, notes each moment misapplied);' i '' 
^n leaves more durable than leaves of bi*iM# 275 

Writes our whole history, vhich Death shali read 
'n every pale delinquent's private ear, 
And judgment publish , publish to more worlds 
^ han this, and endless age in groans resound. 
Lorenzo ! such that sleeper in thy breast ; 280 

^Qch is hor slumber, and her vengeance such 
* or slighted counsel ; such thy future peace ; 
And think'st thou still thou canst be wise too soon ? 

•out why on time so lavish is my song ? 
On this ^reat theme kind. Nature ke^^afjk.««^<(^c^ 
J^ teacu ber sons herself. Eaek lugVit ^<i ^ift ", 
^^ morn are born anew : each d«uy a'fcS?^ ^ 

3 
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And shall we kill each day ? If triflin|^ kills, 
Sure vice must butcher. O what heaps of slain 
Cry out for rengeance on us ! Time destroy'd 290 
Is suicide^ where more than blood is spilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heaven invites, 
Hell threatens : all exerts ; in effort all, 
More than creation, labours ! Labours more ? 
And is there in creation what, amidst 296 

This tumult universal, wing'd despatch, 
JVnd ardent energy, supinely yawns ? — 
Man sleeps, and man alone ; and man, whose fate. 
Fate irreversible, entire, extreme. 
Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o'er the gulf 300 
A moment trembles , drops ! and man, for whom 
All else is in alarm ; man, the sole cause 
Of this surrounding^storm ! and yet he sleeps, 
As the storm rock'd to rest ! — Throw years away .'* 
Tlirow empires, and be blameless : moments sei^e, 30£ 
Heaven's on their wing ; a moment we may wish, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day stand still 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
The period past, regive the given hour. 
Lorenzo! more than miracles we want. 31 ( 

Lorenzo — O for yesterdays to come !* 

Such is thejjlahguage of the man awakef, 
His ardour mich fur what oppresses thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo .^ No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge. 311 

To-day is yesterday return'd j return'd 
Full power'd to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn^ 
And reinstate us on the rock of peace. 
Let it not share its predecessoi 's fate, 
Nor, like its elder sisters, die a fool. 33< 

Shall it evaporate in fume, fly off 
Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still .' 
SAaJI we be poorer for the plenty povw^d? 
More wjcetched for the clemencies of Hetw^eu^ 
fVhere shall I Had him ? Angels \ teW tftfi viV^ 
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Ton know him : he is, near you ; point hira out. 

Shall I see glories beaming from his brow> 

Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers ? 

Tour golden wings, how hovering o'er him, shed 

Protection ; now are waving in applause 330 

To that bless'd son of foresight ! lord of Fate ! 

That awful independent oti to-morrow ! 

Whose work is done ; who triumphs in the p&st ; 

Whose yesterdays look backward? with a smile, ' 

Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 335 

That common but approbrious lot ! Past hours, 

If not by guilt, yet wottnd us by their flight, 

If folly bounds our prospect by th« grave j 

All feeling of futurity benumb'd j . 

All godlike passion for eternals quench'd ; 340 

All relish of realities expired j 

Renounced all correspondence with the skies ; 

Our freedom chain'd ; quite wingless our desire ; . 

in sense dark- prisoned all that ought to soar ; 

Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 345 

Dismounted every great and glorious aim ; 

Imbruted every &culty divine ; 

Heart-buried in the rubbish of the world. 

The world, that gulf of souls, immortal souls, 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with Are 350 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 

On thrones, whicli shall not mourn their maoters 

changed ; 
Though we from earth, ethereal they thai fell. 
Such veneration due, O man i6 man I 

Who venerate themselves the world dispute. . 355 
For what, gay friend ! is this escutcheon'd work)^ 
Wliich hangs out death in one eternal night ? 
A night that glooms us in the noontide ray, 
And wraps our thoughts at banquets in the shroud. 
Life's little stage is a small eminence, *iK^ 

Inch lilgii the gra^yfe above, that home o? xa^xi, \ 
Wheri^ dwelh the multitude : w© gaie wovv 
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We read their monuments ', we sigh ; and while 
We sigh we sink ; and are what we deplored : 
Lamenting or lamented all our lot ! 86 

Is Death at distance ? No ; he has been on thee, 
And given sure earnest of his final blow. 
Those hours that lately smiled, where are they now t 
Pallid to thought, and ghastly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that g^eat. deep which nothing disembcigues ! 37< 
' And, dying, they bequeathed thee small renown. 
The rest are on the wing: how fleet their flight! 
Already has the fatal train took fire -, 
A moment, tand.the wprld's blown up to thee ; 
The Sun is darkness, and the stars are dust. 37> 

*Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours, 
And ask them what report they bore to Heaven, 
And how they might have borne more welcome news 
Their answers form what men Experience call ; 
If Wisdom's friend, her best ; if not, worst foe. 38C 
O reconcile them ! kind Experience cries, 
* There's nothing hero but what as nothing weighs ; 
The more our joy, the more wo know it vain, 
And by success are tutor'd to despair.' 
Nor is it only thus, but must be so. df 

Who knows not this, though gray, is still a child. j| 
Loose then from earth the grasp of fond desire ; 
Weigh anehot', aind some happier clime explore. 
Art thou somoor'd thou canst not disengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future scenes? 
Since by life's ptassing breath, blown up from earth 
Light as the summer'6 dust, we take in air 
A moment'^ giddy' flight, and fall again^ 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil, 
And sleep, till Earth herself shall be no more ; 
Since then (as emmets, their small world o'erthro^ 
We, sor€ amazed, from oiit earth's ruins crawl, 
And rise to fate extreme of foul or fair, 
As man'B ov^p. choice, (coulToWet o? V\ve^^^^^>^ 
As man's despotic will, pexlvft-v^ otveWvxx, 
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lipotent is Time !) decrees } 
sach ij^arning giye a strohg alarm ? <. 
X less than that of bosom torn 
I, bleeding o'er the sacred dead! 
oach dial strike us as we pass, 406 

as the written wall which struck, 
;ht bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
gh flush'd with insolence <aBd wbue ? 
he dial speaks, and points to thee, 
)ath to break thy banquet up >— 410 

liy kingdom is departing from thee, 
it lasts, is emptier than my shade/ 
nguage such ; nor need'st thou call 
;o decipher what it means, 
the Median, Fate is in thy walls : 415 

iw ? whence P Belshazzar-like, amazed : 
3 encloses the sure seeds of death ; 
he murderer : ingrate I he thrives < 
1 meal, and then his nurse devours. 
, Lorenzo, the delusi$>n liea; 490 

shadow, as it measures life, 
ables tdo. Life speeds away 
to point, though seeming to stand still, 
kg fugitive is swill by stealth : 
is the movement to be seen ', 426 

an's hour is up, and We are gone. 
^oin^ out our danger ; gnomons, time : 
o useless when the Sun is set, 
ut when more glorious lUason shines. 
»uld judge in all ; in Reason's eye 430 

itary shadow travels h«rd ; 
ur gravitation to the wroQg, 
ur hearts to whisper what we wish, 
vith the wise than he^s aware, 
rton goes slower than the Sun ; 43& 

inkind mistake their Utne ot dvf *, 
tself. Fresh hopes are hotSnAy e«wti 
hrowB. So gentle life's d^BcetuX., 
3* 
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Ihut our eyeS; and think it is a plain« 
l^ake Tair days in winter for the springs 
turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 
must cbknptite that age he cannot feel, 
Scarce believes he's older for his years, 
us at life's latest ere we keep in store 
e disappbintment sure^ to crown the rest, 
c disappDintmeat of & promised hour. 
On this, or similar, Philander! thou 

ose mind was moral as the preacher's tongue 
nd strong te wield all science worth the name, 
ow often we talk'd down the siimmer's sun, 
'And cool'd our passions by the breezy stream ! 
f How often thaw'd and shorten'd wiiiter's eve 
^ By* conflict kind, that^struck but latent truth, 
^ Best fovmd so sought, to the recluse more coy ! 
Thoughts. disentangle passing o'er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song ; 
Song, fashionably fruitless, such as stains 
The fancy, and unfaallow'd passioii.iireB, 
Chiming her saints to Cythcrea's fane. 

Knbw'st thou,Ijorenzo I what a friend contatf 
As bees mix'd itbctar draw from fragrant i!owie|f 
So men from Friendship, wiadom and delight il 
Twins, tied by Nature ; if they, part, they die»y 
Hast tliou no friend to set thy mind abroach ?]^ 
Good sense will stagnate. Thoughts £hut upjf 
And spoils lake bales unopen'd to the sun. ti 
Had thought been all, sweet speech had beev 
Speech ! thought's canal -, speech ! thought^ 
too: .j^ 

Thought ill the mine may come forth gold|| 
When coin'd in word ^ we know its real wii| 
If sterling, store it, for thy iiiture use ; J 
'Twill buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. J 
Thought, too, delivered, is tVie \aote ^^W 
Teaching we learn ; and gVving vj«i tew 
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The births of intellect ; when dumb, forgot. 

Speech ventilates our intellectual fire ; 

Speech burmshes our mental magazine ; 

Brightens for ornament^ and whets for use. 

What numbers, sheath'd in erudition, lie 480 

Plunged to the hilts in venwablo ■ tomes, 

And rusted in, who might have boriib an^edge^ 

And play'd a sprightly beam, if born to speech, 

Inborn bless'd h6ir#of half their, mother's tongue ! 484 

'Tis thaugllt^s «xiicange, which^ke the' alterbate push 

Of waves confliti ting, breaks the learned sicum, 

And defecates the student's standing pool. 

In contemplation is his proud resource P 
'Tis poor as proud, by converse unsustaiti^d'. 
^Qde thought runs wild in Contemplation's field j 490 
^^verse, the menage, breakft it to the bit * 
Of due restraint ; and Emulation's ispur 
O^ives graceful oiiergy, by rivals' awed. 
'Tis converse qualifies for solitude, 
As exercise for salutary rei^t : 41)5 

% that untutored, Gohtemplation ri^ves ; ^ - 

And Nature's fool by Wisdom's isroutdono 

Wisdom, though n^fcei thim. Pehivian mines, 
And sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hive, . 
What is she hut the.wealis^iDf hsppaneiss ? . -k 600 
That unobtain'd, than. Folly mere a fool ; 
A melancholy foiol,.withQot her heite.. ♦.. 
Friendship, the means of wisdom^ r ieidy gives - 
The procious.;ent|,^.whiieh makes our wisdom wise. < 

Mature, in zeal for human amity, 505^ 

I^nies or damps an undivided joy;:. 
^^J is an import : joy, is an exohange ; 
•'^^y flies monopolists ; it oaUsfbf*. two: .:, 
*ich fruit! Heav<«i«»pl(fcntfid l -neNHjc plu<^^d by one. 
Needful auxili9r#:ar<eQUr friends,. to give: 510 

*o social man true^reJisU of hi^ma^V?. .* , 
'^oVon oaraelvea dosoending in a Vm©, ; 
^^easure'8 bj^ght beam is fie^,\)lii in de^YiX. > . 
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Delight intenee is taken by rebound ; 
Keverberated pleasures fire the breast. 5 

Celestial Happiness ! whene'er she stoops 
To Tisit Earth, one shrine the goddess finds, 
And one alone, to make her sweet amends 
For absent Heaven-— the hosom of a friend ', 
Wlfere heart meets heart, reciprocally, soft, 5 

Each other's piUow to repose divine 
Beware the counterfeit ; in passion's flame 
Hearts melt, but melt like i&e, soon harder Xroze^ 
True love strikes root in reason, passion's foe s 
'Virtue alone entendersua for life-; ; m 5 

I wrong her much---entenders us for ever. 
Of Friendship 'e fairest fruits, tho^ fr«it motst fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a rival firfe. 
And emulously rapid in her race. 
O the soft enmity ! endearing strife ! C 

This carries Friendship to hpr noont'kde point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friendship, wh>^ outUvesimy former them< 
Glorious survivor of old Time end Death ! 
From Friendship, thus, that flower of heavenly acec 
The wise extract earth's miost hyfc^e&n bliss, S 

Superior wisdom, crown'd withnmiling joy. 
' But for whom blessoms this Elyisian flower f 
Abroad they find whe cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo! pardon wfa«.t my love extorts, t 

An honest love, and not «fraid to hown. 
Though choice of follies fasten en the great, 
^one clings more obstinate than fancy fond, 
That sacred friendship is th^ir eaey prey 
Caught by the waflure of a golden lure, I 

Or fascination of a highborn ^mUe^ 
Their smiles the great, aftd the coquette, throw oiit 
For othef s' hearts, tenacious ^f Uieir own *, " 
And we no Je^B of oun, when «uck the bait. ' 
To Fortnne*B coffer^n ! y© pcywets ot V?e^\\\ 
C^^P ffold gnin /riendship ? impndence o50a«^% 
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lero man an angel might beget. 
I love only, is the loan for love. 

pride repress, nor hope to-fihd 
but what has found a friend^ iiv th&6 : 655 
le purchase, few the price wiM pay ; 
nakes friends such miracles bdlowi' 
' (since daring on so nice a theme) 
56 friendship delicate as idear, 
violitions apt to die ? 5($0 

all womid it, and distrust destroy. ' 

on all things with thj^friend : 
friends grow riot thick on every bough 
friend unrotton at the core, 
ly friend dolibcrale with thyself; 665 

idcr, sift ; not eager in the choice, 
s of the chosen : fixing, fix ; 
i*e friendship, then confide till death, 
ly friend, but nobler for fot there. 
It danger for earth's highest prize t Q70 

worth all haifards Vife can run. 
friendless master df a world ; 

purchase for a friend i« gain.' 

ho (angeUr hear that angel sing . 

n friendship gather half their joy) 575 

tilander, as his friend wesit roucd 

ichor, in the generoas blodd 
i, purple god of jeyotts wit, 
ite, and ever laughing eye. 
jng health and virtue to his friend ; 580 

who warm'd him4nore, whoTnore inspired, 
s the wine of life ; but friendship new 
vas his) is neither stren^ nor pure, 
bright complexion, cordial warmth, 
ngs^h^hofaftieiid, • •* 686 

summers ripening' by my side ; 
S0' of felsehood' loftg tlMfciwwdov»TvV 
rtueBiri»ing in hia^ouV, * 

Jar, and BniiHlig as tl\oy tiao \ 
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Here nectar flows ; it sparkles in our sight : 
Kich to the taste^ and genuine from the hoetrt. 
High-flavour'd bliss for gods ! on earth bow rare ! 
On earth bow, lost !— rPhilander is no more^ 

Think'st thott the theme intoxicates my song ? 
Am I too w^rm ?-r-Too warm I cannot be. 
I loved him much, but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whose. beautids languish, half conceal'd 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glossy plumes 
Expanded) shine with a^re, green, and gold > 
How bleraings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His fliglft Philander took, his upward flight. 
If over soul ascended^ Had he dropp'd, 
(That eagle genius !) O bad he let fall 
On© feather as he flew, I then had wrote 
What friends might fl^ttcr^ prudent foes forbear, 
Rivals scarce-damn, tind Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can I must : it wero profane 
To quench a glory, lighted tkt the skies, 
And cast in shadows bis illustrious closo. 
Strange ! the theme most aflecting, most sublifne, < 
Momentous most to myan, should sleep unsung ! 
And yet it sloeps^ by genius unawaked, 
Fainim or Christian, to the blush of Wit. 
Man's highest triumfph, man's profoundest fall, 
The deathbed of the just ! .is yet undrawn < 

By mortal hand ; it merits a divine : 
Angels should paint it, angels ev^r there, 
There on a post of honour and of joy. 
. Dare I presumej then ? but Philander bids. 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls. ^ 

Yet am I struck, as struck the soul beneath 
Aerial groves' impenetrable gloom, 
Or in some mighty ruin's solemn shudef » < « 
Or gazing, by pale lamps, on highborn dust 
In vaults, thin courto of poctf uniiattfar'd, kings, .- i 
Or at the midnight altar's J^low'd flaptiew 
// is reJJffion to proceed • 1 p^use — • » r 
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enter, awed^ the temple of my theme. 

Ills deathbed P No; it is his shrine: . 

id him there jast rising to a god^ €30 

e chamber where the good man meets hia&te /■ 

viiegcd beyond the common walk ;. 

rtuouB Kfe, anite in the verge of Heaven. i 

^e profane ! if not, draw near with awe, 

ive the blessing, and adore the chance: 635 

threw in this Betheada your disease : , 

restored by this, despair your cislre ; 

ere resistless Demonstration dwells. 

ithbed 's a detector of the heart ! 

tired Dissimulation drops her. mask, ^^ 

igh Life's grhnace that mistress of the scene !, 

real and apparent arc the same. - 

loe tho man, yon sec his bold on Heaven, 

nd Ills virtue, as Fhilander's sound. 

sn waits not the last moment j owns her friends 

is Hide death, and points them out to men ; 646 

iqre silent, but of sovereign fjower ! 

ce confusion, and to Virtue peace. 

atever farce the boastful h<ero plays, . , 

i alone has majesty in death ) G^ 

;reater still, the more the tyrant frowns; 

ider ! he severely fVown'd on thee, 

Naming gi^eii ! unceremonious fiUe ! ' ' 

den rush from life's meridian joys f ^ ^' 

nch fronv all we love ! from all we are !' 65S' 

less bed of pain ! a plunge opaque ' 

id conjecture ! feeble Nature's dread \ 

f Reason's shudder at the dark uDkuqwn ! 

extioguish'd ! a just opening grave ! 659 

>h ! the last, the last ; what P (can ytrords express, 

rfat reach it ?) the last— «Uence of a friend !' 

) are those horrors, that am&zemeTii, "viVkjn^ 

ideouB group of ills which Mngly «hocV.^ 

i ^oin man^I thought him mmci, 1\\\ tionv . ^^ 

g-A Nature 's wreck, through vanquvaW ^l ^^oxae^% 
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(Like the itaxRstruggling through this midnighlglooi 
What gieams of joy '. w^at more ti]B.n humaa peace 
Whore the Trait mottai, the poor abject wofm ! 
No, oot in death the mortal to be found. 
Hie conduct i> a legacy for all, 6 

Richoi than Mammon's for hia binglo lieir. 
Hia comfartera he comfort* i great in rnin, 
With unrcluctiLnt grandeur gives, not yields 
Hie Eou] Bublime, anil closeE -.rith his fate. 

How our hearU burn'd wilijin ua ut tbo seeno ! K 
Whence lliis brave bounil o'er liinLtB fix'd to man ? 
Mis God BustiunB him in hi.i fmal hour ! 
Bis iiaal hour brings glory la hia God ! 
Man's glory Heaven voaoliBafos to CidI her own. 
We gale, we weep ; mix'il tears ofgrief and joy ! ffi 
Aniaieroont Wrikei : devotion bursts to ilama : 
Christmns adore ! and infidels believe ! 

As some tall tower, or Infly mountain's brow, 
Detains Ills Sun, illuetrious, from ita height. 
While rising Tapourti and descending ehades, GS 

With damps and dartupBs, drown the spacious vale ' 
Undamp'd bj^ doubt, undarken'd by despair. 
Philander thus angostly rears hia head, 
At that blsck hour which general horror sliedB 
On the low level of the' inglorious throng : 691 

Bweet peace, and heavenly Jiopo, and humble jof 
Divinely beam on his exalted soul ; 
Qea^ruclion gild and crown him fo^ the skies, 
With incommunicable lustre bright. 
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Trom dreams, where thon^ht in Fancy *s maze runs mad. 
To Reiison, that heaven-lighted lamp in man, 
Once more I waie ;. ' and at the destined houti 
Punctual as lovers to t^e moment isworn, 
I keep my assignation with my woe. . 6 

! lost to virtue, loist to manly thought. 
Lost to the noble saHies of the soul ; 
Who think it BoHtude to be aldne. -: 

Communion sweict ! communion large and high * 
Our reason, guardian-angel, and" out Grod ! 
Then ztearest these, when others most remote ;' 
And all, ere long, shall tie rfemot6 hut these : 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, ' 
A fltrajiger t unacknowledged ! unapproved '. 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy breiurt ; 15. 
To win thy wish creation has ho more : 
Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend. — — 
But friends how mortal ! dangerous the desirci. 
'Take PhoBbus to yourselves, ye baskiiigbut^**. '\ 
laebriste at fair Fortune V fountain )iea,<i, ^ 

And reeling through ^he -wildernowi of joy, 

4 
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Whera Bense luiu inge, broke from lUajon's ohu 
And mtgn fBln peora, till iraothei'd by the l>aU. 
Mj fbrtone u unlike, unlike niy aong, 
Unlike tlie Deity my eong invokes. i 

I to d&y's aoft-eyed titiBi pay my court 
(Endymlon'i rinl,) vid her aid implore, 
How fint in^lored iu anccour to the Mnee. 

Than who didat lately borrow Cynthia's* form, 
And modestly forego thine own : O thoa ! 

Who didst diyeelf, at midnight boors, inspire I 
■Say, why not Oyntbia, patroness of sonj ' 
Aa thou her crescent, eha thy character 
AaromeB ; still more a goddeBs by the chaitK*. 

Are there deimitring wits who dare diapat« 3 

This rsTolotion in the world inspired ? 
Te train Pierian ! to the lunar aphere. 
In siient hotlr, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal, leas har brother's right. 
She with the spheres harmonious nightly leads t 
The maiy dance, and hearB their matchteBa BtiaJo, 
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ei 
Tranimit it heard, thou ailver quaen of Heaven ! 
What title or what name endears 
Cynthia < Cyllene ! Phcebe — or di 
With bighar gnat, fair Portland of the ahies ? 
is that the anft enchantment caLs thee down, 
More powerliil than of old Circean charm.' 
Come, bat irom heavenly banqoatB with thee ba 
The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear 
The theft divine ; or ia propitious dreunB 
(For dream* are thins) tianfuie it through tl 
Oftfayfirstvotary— but not thy last, J 

If, like thy ntmeaake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind 6ion wilt be, kind oi 
A theme so like thee, a 
0otl, modett, melancholy ^ female, fair ! 
A tbenta that rots all pale, and \a\& tn.-] w 
■At heOukeofNoTTohk'c 



rt ever kind. J 
i on anch a thsf 
I lunar theme, J 
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t ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
ich struck a damp, a deadlier damp W 
vhich smote me from Philander *9 tomb ! 
lows ere his tomb is closed. 
}r ; rare are solitary woes ; 
I train ', they tread each other's heel ; 
nvadcs his mournful right, and claims 65 
lat started from my lids for him ; 
aithless, alienated tear, . 
i ere it &Ils. So freqi^ent Death, 
nore than causes, he confounds ; 
sighs his rival strokes contend, 70 

listress distraction. Oh, Philander ! 
by fate ? a double fate to me ! 
plain ! a menace and a blow ! 
Aik raven hovering o'er my peace, 
ird of omen than of prey. 75 

-cissa long before her hotur ; 
tender soul by break of bliss, 
-st blossom, from the buds of joy ; 
•ur noxious fate unblasted leaves, 
»ment clime of human life. 80 

'monist I and beautiful as sweet ! 
is .beautiful ! and soft as young ! 
soft ! and innocent as gay ! 
[if aught happy here) as good ! 
fond had built her nest on high. 85 

uite exquisite of note and plume, 
y Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
le summit of the grove she fell, 
inharmonious ! all its charm 

I in the wonders of her song ! 90 

II vibrates in my ravish'd ear, 

I there, and with voluptuous pain 

her !) thrilling through my heart. 

uty, youtlv, love, vittne, ^oy \ \Si\a ^K)*^ 

toB, Bowers of Paradise, ^ 

^it .' in on% blazo w« \>\ud, 
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J^neol, ancl pTosmit it to the Bkiesy as sU 
Wo gtiess of Heaven ! and these were all her own } 
And she was mine ; and I was — was I— nacost blesJB'd^ 
Gay title of the deepest misiery ! 10( 

As bodies grow more ponderous robbM of life'^ 
Oood lost weighs more in grief than gain'd in joy. 
Like blossomed trees o'erturn'd by vernal stotmi' 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death still lovely, lovelier there ; 101 

F^r lovelier I pity swells the tide of love. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is ashamed to jfeep. 
Our tears indulged indeed deserve oar shame. 
Te that e*er lost aii angel, pity me I IK 

Soon as the lustre Isnguish'd in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight, 
And on her cheek, the residence of Spring, 
Fale Omen sat, and scattered fears around 
On all that saw, (and who would cease to gaze 111 
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental haste, 
I flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the Sun > the Sun 
(As if the Sun could envy) check'd his bdailii 19 

Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 
Of lilies ; fairest lilies, not so fair ! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace 
Who dwell in fields', and lead ambrosial lives ! IS 
In morn and evening dew your beauties bathe, 
And drink the sun, which gives your cheeks to glow. 
And outblush (mine excepted) every fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious 6f her hand, 
Which often cropped your odours, incense meet 13 
To thought so pure ! Ye lovely fugitives \ 
Cbevaltace with man ! for man yoxTsmUe •. 
^^jr not smile at him too ? Yoii shate, vixdwA, 
Kb BUdden pass; biH not hia conslani ^nVtv. 



So mAn is made, nought ministers delight, 13£ 

Bot what his glowing passions can engage ;' 
And glowing passions, bent on aught below, 
Miut, soon or late^ with anguish turn the scale ; 
And anguish afler rapture, how severe ! 
lUpUtre f bold man ! who tempts the wrath divine, 140 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal taste, 
While here presuming on the rights of Heaven. 
For transport dost thou call on every hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expense be wise : 
Uan not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ; 
A broken reed at best ; hut oft a spear : . 146 

On its sharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

Turn, hopeless thought ! turn from her.— -Thought 
Reflentmg rallies, and Ivakes every woe. [repeird 

Snatcb'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 150 
And when kind Fortune, with thy lover, smiled I 
And when high-ilavour'd thy fresh opening joys ! 
And when blind man pronounced thy bliss complete t 
And on a foreign shore, where strangers wept \ 
Strangers to tiiee, and, more surprising still, 155 

Strangers to kindness wept. Their eyes let fkll 
inhaman tears ; strange tears ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tenderness that call'd them more severe. 
In spite of Nature's soft persuasion steel'd ; 160 

While Nature melted, Superstition raved ; 
That moum'd the dead, and this denied a grave. 

Their sighs incensed >^ sighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tiger sucked, outraged the ftorm ; 
For, oh ! the cursed ungodliness of Zeal !. 166 

While sinful flesh relented, spirit nursed 

' blind InfallibUit/s embrace, 

The sainted spirit petrified the breast . 

Denied the charity of dust to spread 

O'er dust ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 17Q 

What could I do ? what succour ? vrhti Teao\xit%l 
ith piouM gacrilege a grave I stoU *, 
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^Vith impious pio'.y thai gmva I wrong'd ; 
Short in my daty, coward in my griof ! 
More liko her murderot liian friBud, I crept 1 

■With Bott-«QEp ended atop, aiid, inufilad desp 
In midnigbt darkness, whisper'd my last eigh. 
I whiaper'd what sliould echo through their reiilni*, 
Nor writ her name, vyhne« tomb should pierce the aki. 
rresumptuous fear '. how durst 1 dread her foea, 1 
While Salure'B loudeat dictates I oiiey'd ? 
Pardon necessity, blees'd shade I of grief 
And indignation rival bursts 1 pour'd ; 
Half eiec ration mingled with my prayer ; 
Kindled at Qian, viae I his Gi>d adored; 1 

Sara grudged the eavago land ber aacred dost ; 
Stamp 'tl the cursod soil ; and with hUmamty 
(Daoied MarciEsa) wislfd them all a graTsI 

Glows my roecntment into guilt? what gnill 
Can eqiial vjalations of tiio dead ! I 

The dead how sacred ', sacred is the dijst 
Of lliiB heaTen-Iabour'd form, erect, divine ! 
This hoav en-assumed, niajestic robo of earth 
He deign M to wear, who liung tho vast expanse 
With aiure bright, and clothed Ibe Sun in gold. 1 
When every" paasion sleeps thpt can oiTend ; 
When EtriltBs us every motive Hhat can melt ; 
When man can wreak liia rancour uncontroH'd, 
That atrongesl curb on insult and ill will^j 
Then '. spleen to dust ? tlie dust of innocencn ! S 
An angel's dua^^! — This Lucifer ttansoands ; 
Wii^o he contended for tho patriarch's bones. 
'Twas not Ibe strife of malice, but of pride ; 
The stciie of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less than this is shocking in a race , ! 

Most wcetched, but from streams of mutual Iots ; 
And snereaCed, but for love divine ; 
And bat for love divine this moment lost. 
By Fata reeorb'd, and sank tn eMlew 'Cl\^>.. 



NARCISSA. 48 

Moat horrid ! mid etupendous highly fltrang« ! 
Yet ofl his .courtesies are emoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favours he confers, 
And contumeliouB his humanity : . 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Starn ! ftlJ 
Apd thou, pale Moon ! turn paler at the sounds 
Man is to man the sorest, surest ill. 
A previous blast foretcls the rising storm ; 
O'erwhelraing turrets threaten, ere thfey fall ; 
Volcanos bellow, ere they disembogue ; 22<> 

Earth trembles, ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And smoke betrays the wide consuming firo : 
Ruin from man is most conceaTd when near, 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of Fancy ? would it were ! 22& 

Heaven's Sovereign saves all beings, but himself, 
That hideous sight, a naked human heart. 

Fired is the Muse ? and let the Muse be fired: 
Who not inflamed, when what he speaks he feels. 
And in the nerve. most tender, in his friends ; QOd" 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his fo&s ; 
He felt the truths I sing, and I in him ; 
Bat be nor I fbel more. Past ills, Narcissi ! 
Are sunk in thco, thou recent wo^'nd of heart. 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs, J^ 
Pangs numerous as the numerous ills that swarm'd 
O'er thy distinguished fate, and, clustering there, 
Thick as the locu&t on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot ray touching tale) fM 

How was each circumstance with aspics arm'd ! 
An aspic each, and all an hydra woe. 
What strong Herculean virtue could suffice ? — 
Or is it virtue to be conquered here ? 
This hoary check a tram of tears bedews, 94S 

And each tear mourns its ow^ d\at'mc\. ^\«^.x««&^ 
And each dietresB, distinctly mowitv'd, dtetCAXvi^^ 
OfffriefgUU more a« height en' d by l\ift Yi\tfA». 
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A griaf like thk pioprieton oicludei : 
Not TrieDda alone auch obsequies deplore ; 950 

Tbej make inankiDd the mourner ; curj lighi 
Far as'the fatal Fame can wing her way. 
And turn tha gajest (bought of gayest age 
Down their riglit channel, through the vale of death. 
The vale of death I that huah'd Cimmeriaji vale, 
■ Where Darknees, brooding o'er onBniah'd fatee, 35C 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread dsy !) that interdicts all futnie change ; 
That gnbtemaean world, that land of ruin ! 
Tit walk, Lorenzo 1 for proud human thought 1 S60 
There let my thoughts expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths and healing sentiments, 
Of all most wautad, and moat welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenio'a sake, and for thy own, 
My aoul ! ' The fimts of dying friends survey ; S165 
ExpoED the vain of life ; weigh life and death : 
Give Daalb bia enlogy ; thy fear subdued ; 
And labour that first palm of noble minds, 
A manly scorn of terror from the tomb.' 

Thia harvest reap from thy NarcisBa'a gr»ve. 370 
As poets foign'd from Ajax' atreaming blood 
Arose, with grief inscribed, a mournful flower. 
Lei wisdom blosaoiu from my mortal wound. 
And lirst, of dying friends ; what fruit from these ' 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid S7S 

To chaae our IhoughtlBssncss, fear, pride, and goilt. 

Our dying friends coma o'er ua like a cloud. 
To damp our brainless ardours, and abate 
That glare of Ufa which oftsn blini 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to amooth Q80 

Our nigged pass to death ; to break those bara 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 
Crosa our obstructed way, and thus to make 
Welconte, u safe, our poit ftom.every storm. 
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V/iiich makes us stoop from our aerial height*. 
And damp'd with omen of our own decease, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 
Just skim earth's surface ere we break it up, ' SO© 
O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust, 
And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friendtf 
Are angels sent on errands fulhof love ; 
For ua they languish, and for us they die : 
And shall they languish, shall they die, in Vain ? 295 
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hovering shades. 
Which wait the re^lution in our hearts ? 
Shall we disdaiii their silent, soft, addresji, 
Their posthumous advice, and pious prayer ? ' 
Senseless as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 
Tread under foot their agonies and groans, 301 

frustrate their anguish, and Sestroy their deaths ?, 

Lorenzo ! no ; the thought of death indulge ; 
Give it its wholesome empire ! let it reign. 
That kind chastiser of thy soul, in joy ! SO^ 

It* reign will spread thy glorioui^ conquests far, 
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast. 
Auspicious era ! golden days, begin I 
The thought of death shall, like a god, inspire. 
And why not think oft death ? Is life the theme 310 
Of every thought ? and wish of every hour ? 
And song of every joy ? surprising truth ! 
The beaten spaniers fondness not so strange. 
To wave the numerous ills that seize on lifo 
Aslheir own property, their lawful prey ; 315 

''fe man has measured half his wnary stage, 
"is luxuries have lefl him no reserve, 
"0 maiden relishes, unbroach'd delights : 
On cold-served repetitions ho subsists, 
And in the tasteless present chews the past ; 32(^ 

"i«gU5ted chews, and scarce can swallow down* 
Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
^re disinherited his future hours, 
Wci^ sitarve on orts, and glean their foimeT ?v«\A. 
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Fond ID the dark, and blind in our embrste, 
S; passionately loving Life, we make 
Loved Life unlovely, hugging her to death. 
We give to time ctetnity'e regard, 
And dreaming, take our passage for our pott. 
Life haa no value as an end, but meanE ; 
An end deplorable '. a means divine '. 
When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing : worae than Bongl 
A neat of pains: when hold as nothing, much. 
Like Bonie fait humoriata, life is most enjoy'd 
When courted least ; most worth when diBesteem 
Then 'tis the aeat of ooinfort rich in peace ; 
lu proapect richer faj ; important' awful! 
Not to be mentioned but witli shoots of ptaiso ! 
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy '. 
The mighty basis of eternal blisa : 

Where now the barren roek ? the painted shMi 
Where now, Lorenio. life's eternal round ? 
Have I not made my triple ptomiee good .' 

To what compare we then tliia varying scene. 
Whose worth, ambi^ous, tises and decllnea, 
Wales and wanes ? (In all propitious Night 
Assists me here) compare it to (he moon; 
Dark in herself, and indigent, but rich 
In borrow'd lustre from a higher sphere. 
When gross guilt interposeB, labouring EarUi, 
O'ershadow'd, mourns a deep eclipse of joy; 
Har joys at brightaat, pallid to thai Bint 
Of full effulgent glory whence they flow. 

Not is that gtory diatsAt. Oh, Lorsnio! 
A good man and ail angel ! ^esa between- 
How thin the bariier '. what divides their (kit t 
Perhaps a moinent, or perhaps a yBir ; 
Or if an age, it U a moment itill ; 

A moment, ta Eternity's ioigot. 

Tb*n bvwJiat once they ^mie <ri^o tioh tn v'^ 
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Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pass ? 

The soft transition call it, and be cheerM : 440 

Such it is oflen, and why not to thee ? 

To hope the best is pious, brave, and wise^ 

And may itself procure what, it presumes. 
Life is much ilatter'd, Death is much traduced ; 
Compare the rivals and the kinder crown. > 445 

' Strange competition !'— True, LorenTio ! strange ! 
So Kttle life can cast into tbO} scale. 

Life mak^s the soul dependent on the dust, 
Death gives her wings to mount .above the spheres. 
Through chinks> styled organs, dim life, peeps at light j 
Peath bursts the involving cloud, and all is day 451 
All eye, all ecw, tiie disembodied ppwer. 

* Death has feign'd evils Naiure shall not feelj 
Life, ills substantial wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that sup of Heaven ! 455 
By tyrant Jf^ife dethroned, imprison'dj ps^in'd ? 
By Death enlarged, ennobled, deified ? 
peath but entombs the body, Life the soul. 

* Is Death then guiltless ? How he marks his way 
With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine ! 460 
Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated power ! 
"ith various lustres these. light up the world, 
Which Death puts out, and darkens hjiman rac©-" 
I grant, Lorenzo ! this indictment just : = 
The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 4^ 

Death humbles these ; morel^barous I^ife, the man 
Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay ; 
Death of the. ^irit infinite ! divine! , 

Death has no dread but what frail Life inaparts, 
Nor Life true joy but what kind Dxsath improves. 4^^ 
^0 bliss has Life to boa^t; till Death can give 
''w ^eater. Life's a debtor to the grave ', 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. , 
l^renzo I Mqsh at fondness fox a^ife , , 

J^cA so/idfl .celestial spula on onaiv^B V\\'ek^ . W 
^ ctter for tho sense, and lerve *^l >ao^d» 
o 
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Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal^ 
In all the dainties of a brute bemired ! 48( 

Lorenzo ! blush at terror for a death 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bowers.. 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 
And more than angels share, and raise, and crown, 
« And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 48t 
What need I more ? — O Death! the palm is thine. 
Then welcome, Death ! thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age and disease ; Disease, though long my guest. 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of life : 
Which plucked a little more, will toll the bell 49C 

That calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While Reason and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wrisath tritimphant. Death is victory ! 495 

It binds in chains the raging ills of life : 
Lust and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 
Drogg'd at his charlot-whcel, applaud his power. 
That ills corrosivd, cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O Death ! is thine. ' 500 

Our day of dissolution ? — name it right, 
*Tis our great pay-day ; 'tis our harvest rich 
And ripe. What though the sickle, sometimes keen, 
Just scars ns as we reap the golden grain ? 
More than thy'balm, O Gilead ! heals the wound. 505 
Birth's feeble cry, and Death's deep dismal groan, 
Are slender tributes 7ow-tax'd Nature pays 
For mighty gain : the gain of each a lilfe ! 
But, O ! the last the former so transcends, 509 

Life dies, compared , Life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, Death ! no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death ! the great counsellor, who man inspires 
With every ndb!et thought and toret dt^\ 
■Oeath ! ihe deliverer, 'vrhoTCBC\nists\tcti\ 
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the rewarder, who the rescued crowns ! 515 
that absolves my birth, a curse without it ! 
'eath ! that realizes all my cares, 
rirtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ; 

of all pain tho^period, not of joy ; 
rarce and subject still subsist unhurt ; 520 

my soul, and one in her great sire, 
1 the four windd wore warring for my dust. 
id from winds and waves, and central night, ^ 
1 prison'd there, my dust, too, I reclaim, 
9t when drop proud Nature^s proudest spheroa) 
<e entire. Death is the crown of fife ! 526 

leath denied, poor man would live in vain : 
[eath denied, to live would not be life : 
leath denied, e*en fools would wish to die. 
pvounds to cur^ ; w^ fall, we rise, we reign ! 530 
from our fetters, fasten in the cALies, 
blooming Eden withers in our sight, 
^ives us more than was in Eden lost : 
ng of terrors is the prince of peace, 
ihall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 535 

dull I die ?^-whea shall I live for ever ^ 
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TO THE HON. M8. YOSKE. 
K KCCB indebted Mnae, O Torke '. intrudeB. 
Atnid the smiles of fortune >nd of jonth, 
rhias su is patient of a serioas song. 

How deep implanted in the bresst of man 
The dread of death! I sing iU sovereign core. 

Why start st Death ? where is he ? Death snii 
Is past ; not come, or gone ; he's never here. 
Gre hope, aeiwation fajls. Block-boding man, 
Receives, not suffers, Death's tremendoiu blow. 
Tlie Imell, the sbroud, the mattock, and the graTe 
The deep damp vault, the dariuiesB, and (he won 
These are the bngbeaia of a winter's eve. 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool, and Error's wretch, 
Man makes a death which Nature never made : 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls, 
And feels a thousand deaths in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful, what has age to fear 
If prudent, age should meet the friendly foe, 
And abetter ia his hospitable gloom. 
'earoe can meat a. monument, ^ut luA&a 
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I My younger ; ©very date cries — ^ Ck>ine away/ 
I And what recals me ? look the world around, 
I And tell me what : the wisest cannot tell. 
I Should any bom of woman give bis thought 85 

I Foil range, on just Dislike's unbounded field ; 
I Of things the vanity, of men the flaws : 
i Flaws in the best ; the many, flaw all o*er ; 
I As leopards spotted, or as Ethiops dark y -- 
I \'ivaciou8 ill ; good dying immature ; 3(^ 

I (How immature, Narcissa's marble tells !) 
I And at his death bequeathing endless pain ; 
9 His heart, though bold, would sicken at the siglit, 
r And spend itself in sighs for future scenes. 
I But grant to life (and just it is to grant 35 

[ To lucky life) some perquisites of joy j 
I A time there is when, like a thrice-told tale, 
I Lono'-rifled life of sweet coo yield jjo more, 
I But, from our comment on the comedy, 
! Pleasing reflections on p9.rts well sustained 40 

> Or parposed emendations where we fail'd, 
' Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
f When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe, . 
Toss Fortune back her tinsel and her plume. 
And drop this mask of fle^Ii behind the scene. 45 

With me that tune is come ; my world is dead ; 
A new world rises, and new manners reign.: 
Foreign comedians, a sprnce band I arrive, 
To push me from the scene, or hiss me there. 
What a pert race starts up ! the strangers g&as, 50 
And I at them ', my neighbour is unknown ', 
Nor that the worst. Ah me 1 the dire effect 
Of loitering here, of death defrauded long« 
Of old so gracious (and let that sufSoe) 
My very master knows me not. ■ 55 

Shall I dare say peculiar is my fate ? 
iVe been so long remembered I'm forgot. 
An object ever pressing dkaa the sigVit^ 
And bideg behind its ardpur to be seeu. 
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Whan in his cooitiere' eau 1 pour my plaiiit, I 

They drink it as the nectai of the great, 
And equeezfi mj hand, sntl bag me come io-morrmt 
Rsfusol ! cajist thou wear a BuiootheT foria ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme. 
Who cheapens hfe abates the fear of death. I 

Twice toid the peiiod spent on stubborn Troy, 
Coutt.fasour, yet antaken, I besiege ; 
Ambition's ill judged effi}rt to be rich. 
Alas I ambition mtthes my Uttle less, 
Imbittering the posaese'd. Why wish for ino« f * 
Wishing of all emplojmsnta is the worst; 
Philosophy's reverse, and health's decay ! 
Were I as plump as stall'd Theology, 
Wislung would waste me to this ahade a|;wiL 
Were I as wealthy as a South Sea dream, ' 

Wisliing is an oipediont to bo pool. 
Wishing, that constant heolio of a fool, 
Caaght at a court, purged ofT by purer ait 
And Simpler diet, gttls of rural life 1 

Bloss'd be that hand divine, which gently laid I 
My heart at rest, beneath this humble ahed. ■ 
The world's a stately bark, on dangerous seas 
With pleasQi'e seen, but boarded at onr peril: 
Hare on a sing-to plank, thrown safe aihore, 
I hear Ihc tumult of the distant throng, I 

As that of seas remote, or dyhig stormn '. 
And maditate on scenes more silent still ; 
Puraue iny theme, and fiirht Itia fear of dealll. 
Here, like a shepherd ^zmjr from his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his staff, 1 

Eager Ambition's fiary chase I see ; 
I see the circling hunt of noisy men 
Btirst law's enolosuto, leap the mounds of right. 
Pursuing and pursued, each other's prey ; 
As wolves far rapine, as the foi fot iiile«i, ( 

Tin Death, that mfirhtv hnntor. oarttia ^.bomaa. 
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ugh we wade in wealth, or soar in fame P 

ighest station ends ill, < Here he lies ;' 

t to dust' concludes her noblest song. 100 

ig lives, posterity shall know 

igh in Britain born, with courtiers bred^ 

ight e'en gold might come a day too late > 

s subtle deathbed planned his scheme 

e vacancies in church or state^ 105 

»cation deeming it — to die ; 

rage canine of dying rich, 

under I and the loudest laugh o^ Hell. 

coevals ! remnaiits of yourselves . 

lan ruins tottering o'er the-grave ! 110 

shall aged men, like aged trees, 
eper their vile root, and closer cling, 
3 enamotir'd ofthis wretched soil ? 

pale wither'd hands be still stretched out, 
g, at once, with eagerness and age ? 115 

rice and (Convulsions, grasping hard .? 

at air ! for what has earth beside ? 
ts but little, nor that little long : 
1 must he resign his very dust, 
ugal Nature lent him for an hour * 120 

sxpericnced rush on numerous ills : 

as man, ejcpert from time, has found ' 
of life, it opes the gates of death, 
in this Vale of years 1 backward- look, 

such numbers, numbers too, of such 125 
L health, and greener in their age, 
ter on their guard, and fitter far 
ife's subtle game, I scarce believe 
vive. And am I fond of life, 
'ce can think it possible I live ^ 130 

miracle ! or, what is next, 
Mead ! if I am stiU alive, 
r have baried what gives life to U^*^ 
of nerve, and energy of thovi^^. 
m not more shallow X\Lixa utv^wtv '^^ 
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And vapid : Sense and Reason show the door, 
C«U for my bier, and point me to the dust. 

O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's immortal, Immaterial Sun ! 
Whose all-prolific beam late call'd me forth . 140 
From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay 
The worm's inferior ; and, in rank, beneath 
The dust I tread, on ; high to bear my brow, 
To drink the spirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in existence ; and cpuldst know '^14B 
No motive but my bliss 3 and hast ordained 
A rise in blessing ! with the patriarch^s joy, 
Thy call I fcdlow to the land unknown ; 
^ I trust in thee, and know in whom I trust : 
Or life or death is equal \ neither weighs ; 150 

All weight in this-irC) let me live to Thee ! 

Though Nature's terrors thus may be repressed, 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant's spesK 
And whence all human guilt ? — i'rom death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I set at Qought the swarm . 155. 
Of friendly warnings which around me flew,. 
And smiled unsmitten. Small tay cause to smile I 
Death's admonitions, like shafls upward shot, 
More dreadful by delay ; the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound : 160 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings ; , 

Who can jippeasc its anguish ? How it bums ! 
What hand the barb'd, envenom'd thought can draw ? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb ? 165 

With joy^ — ^with grief, that healing hand I see ; 
Ah 1 too conspipuoua ! it is fij^ed on high. 
On high .^-— what means my frenzy ? I blaspheme : 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 
The skies ;t form'd, and qo^ ii bleeds for me-r- 170 
But MeedM the balm I wont — y el aVdV it bU«da \ 
-Oi^^wthe dir& stei^l — ah, no I tW die«Ai\3\\^««»3R![i 
WAat bettrt or can sustain) ot dat^a fcw^o^. 
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angs all human hope ; that nail supports 
ing Ainiverse : that gone, we drop ; 175 

receives vlBj and the dismal wish 
i had been smothered in her birth- 
is his curtain, and his bed the dust, 
;ars and sun are dust beneath his throne ; 
en itself can such indulgence dwell ? 180 

a groan was there ! a groan not his : 
d our dreadful right, the load sustained, 
ved the mountain frOm a guilty world, 
ind worlds, so bought, were bought too dear ; 
tis new in angels' bosoms rise, 185 

their song, and make a pause in bliss, 
their song to reach my lofty theme ! 
ae. Night I with all thy tuneful spheres : 
with seraphs share seraphic themes, 
^ to men the dignity of man ; 190 

aspheme my subject with ray song.' 
gran pages glow celestial flame, 
istian languish ? Oh our hearts, not headSy 
foul infamy. My heart ! awake : 
n awake thee, uhawaked by this, ' 195 

ed Deity on human weal ?' 
great truths which burst the teafold night 
ten error with a golden flood 
38 day. To feel is to be fired ^ 
elieve, Lorfenzo ! is to feel. 200 ' 

most indulgent, most tremendous Fewer ! 
o tremendouis for thy wonderons love ! 
IS with awe more awful thy commands, 
transgression dips in sevenfold guilt; 
hearts tremble at thy love immense ! d05 
cnmense, inviolably just ! 
ther than thy justice should be stroitt'd, 
in the Cross ; and, work of wonders far 
itest, that thy dearest far might bleed. 
hought I shall I dare 9pea.k \\. ox t«^x«w^'^. ^K^ 
aa inoro ejjecrate or bo&«t \\lQ ,^i\i 
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'Which roDMd aucb vengeuice P which such lov« ii 

flamed ? 
O'er guilt (how moaatunoiu '.) with outstretch'd am 
Stern Justice uid aoft-Bmiliiig I^ve embrace. 
Supporting in full majestj tlij throne, 21 

When Beam'd its majealj to need BUppQIl ; 
Or that, Di man, iacvilably lost : 
Wfa&t but the JatbomlcBs of thought divine 
Could labour such eipcdient froiol despair, 
And rescue both ? Botb rescue '. both exslt ! SS 

O how are both exalted b; the deod ! 
The wondrouB deed '. or shall I coll it more ! 
A wonder in Ouinlpoteuce itaelf I 
A mystery no leas to gods than men I 

Not thus our infidele the' Elornal draw, S! 

A God all o'er caoaummate, absolute, 
Full orb'd, in his whole round of raja complete ; 
They" set at odda Heaven's jarring attributes, 
And with one excellence another wound ; 
Maim Heaven's per&otion, break its equal beim>, S3 
Bid mercy triumph over — God himself, 
Undaified by their opprobrious praise i 
A God all mercy ia a God ui^ust. 

Yb biainleH wits 1 je baptized infidels 1 
Te worse for mending I waeh'd to fouler stains 1 23 
The ransom was paid down} the fund of Heaveil, 
Heaven's ineibaustible, exhauated fund. 
Amazing and amazed, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond : though curious to compute, 
Archangela fail'd to cast tho mighty sum : Ht 

Its value vast, ungraap'd by minds eroata, 
For ever hides and glows in the Supreme. 

And was the ranaom paid ? it was ; and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty mors :) for you ! 
The Sun beheld it.— No, the shoching scene Si 

Drove baak bk chariot : midnight veil'd his face ; 
JVof aucb aa this, not aiich as Nature m^M'. 
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A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres) from her Creator's frown ! 250 
Sun ! didst thou fly thy Maker's pain ? or start 
At that enormou* load of human guilt 
Which bow*d his blessed head, overwhelmed his crods, 
Made groan the centre, burst earth's marble womb 
With pangs, strange pangs ! deliycrM of her dead ? 255 
Hell howl'd ; and Heaven that hour let fall a tear : 
Hearen wept, that men might smile ! He&ven bled, 
that man 

Might never die ! 

And is devotion virtue ? 'tid cdmpclrd. 
What heart of stone but glows at thoughts like these ? 
Such contemplations mount us, and should mount 261 
The mind still higher, nor ever glance on man 
Unraptured, unlnflamed. — Where roU'd my thoughts 
To rest from wonders ? other wonders rise^ 
And strike where'er they roll : my soul is caught : 1^ 
Heaven's sovereign blessings, clustering from the Cross, 
Rush on her, in a throng, and close her round, 
The prisoner of amaze ! — ^In his bless'd lifb 
I see the path, and in his death the price, 
And in his great ascent the proof supreme, 5S70 

Of immortaJity. — And did he rise ? — 
Hear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead ! 
&e rpse ! ho rose \ he burst the bars of Death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting Gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 275 

Who is the King of glory ? he who left 
His throne of glory for the pang of death, 
liift np jour Jieads, ye everlasting Gatec 1 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory .•• he who slew . 260 

The ravenous foe that gorged all human race \ 
The King of glory He, whose glory fill'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man^ 
And with divine complacency beheV^ . 
Powera most illumined, wttdet'd m W% VaRtftft. ^ 
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Ths theme, the jof , how then ehull miiQ sustaio i 
Oh, the burrt gates ! erush'd Bting ! demoliBh'd thtone ! 
Lutgaap of vanquUh'd Death'. Shout, earth and hem On, 
ThiB Slim of good to man 1 n-hose nature then 
Took wing, and mounted with him Trom the tofnb. SBO 
Th«n, then 1 rase ; then tirat Kiiniiinl<«t- 
Triuinphaot paas'd the crjataE ports of light, ' 
(Stupendous guest 1) anc) seized eternal jouth, 
Boised in oui name. E'er since tie btasphemom 
To call man morlal. Man's mortality 295 

Was then transferr'd to death ; and Heaven's duration 
Unalienablj seal'd la this frail frame, 
This child of dust.— Man, all immortal I bail ;' 
Hail, Heaven 1 AU lavish of strange gills to man ! 
Thine all the glory, man's tlie boundless bliss 1 300 

Where am 1 rapp'd by Ihia triumphant Iheme, 
On Christian joj's eiuUing ving, aboio 
The' Aonian mount ! — Alas '. small cause for joy ! 
What, if lo pain immortal ? if extent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 30$ 

Where, than, my boast of immortality ! 
1 boast it Btill, lliough cover'd o'er with guilt - 
For guilt, not innocence, liii life he pour'd; 
Tia guill alone can justify his death ; 
Nor that, unless hie death can justify 310 

RelonUng guilt in Heaven's indulgent eight. 
If; sick of fol!y, I relent ; ho writes 
My name in Heaven with that inverted spear 
(A spear deep dipped ill blood) which pierced his side 
And npen'd there a font for all mankind, 31E 

Who strive, wlio combat crimes, to drink and livo -. 
This, only tiiis, subdues the fear of death ! 

And what is this ? — Survey the wondroos core. 
And at each step let higher wonder riao ! 
' Pardon for inhnite otTenoe ! and pardon 39( 

Through moans that apenk ils value iufinita t 
A pardon tought with blood', ■BilbWoui ffmti6\ 
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Persisted to provoke ! though wooed, and &^ed ; . 

BlessM, and chastised ; a fiagrajit rebel still ! ' ^325 

A rebel midst the thunders ^of his thr<>ne ! 

Nor 1 alone ! a rebel universe ! 

My species up in arms } not one exempt ! 

fet for the foulest of the foul he dies,. 

Most joy 'd for the redeem 'd~from deepest guilt ! 330 

As if oar race were held of jiigheet rank ; 

And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man I' 
Bound, every heart ; and, ev^y bosom^ bum ! 
, what a scale of miracles is here !. * 

Its lowest tound high planted on the skies, 335 

Its towering sunmnit lost beyond the thoOght 

Of man or angel ! O that I could climb 

The wonderful ascent,' with equal" praise ! 

Praise! flow for ever,- (if astonishment 

Will give thee leave) my praise ! for ever flow ; 340 

Praise ardent, coi'dial, constant, to high f leaven 
More fragrant than Arabia sacrificed, 
And all her spicy mountains in a ilahiei. 

So dear, so due to Heaven, ishall Praise descend 
With her soft [ilurhe (from plansive angels' wing 345 
First pluck'd by man) to tickle moi'tai ears, - 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? 
Is praise' the perquisite of every paw, 
Though black as hell, that grapples Well for gold ? 
O, bve of gold t thou meanest of amours ! 350 

Shall praise her ojdours waste on virtues dead, 
Embalm the base, perfume the stench of guilt. 
Earn dirty bread by washing Ethiopia ft,ir, 
Removirfg •fitlth, or sinkmg tt from Sight J 
A scavenger in scenes wliere va;cant poste, ^ 355 

Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornanientsf From Courts and thrJEOiet 
Retirm, apostate Praise ! thou vagabond ! 
Thoiti T)rost5t ut^ ! to- thy first love retutft^ 
Thj £ni{, thy greatest, oiice AmtWatV d ^«x&^, "^ 

TiMre Sow redtsndant, like lifLeviidft't %<nf v 
6 
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Back to the fountain, to that parent Power 
Who ^ves the tongue to sound, the thought to 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful eye they fa 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Of guilt to guiltl and turn their backs on thee, 
Great ^re I whom thrones celestial ceaseless ai 
To prostraie angels an amazing scene ! 
O the presumption of man's awe for man ! — 
Man's Author ! End ! Restorer ! Law ! and Juc 
Thine all ! Day thine, and thiuB this gloom of J^ 
With all her wealth, wit^ all her radiant worlds 
What night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What Heaven's meridian glory, but thy smile ? 
And shall not prsiide be thine, not human praise. 
While Heaven's high host on hallelujahs Uve f 

O may I breathe no longer thaii I breathe . 
My soul in praise to Him who gave my soul ; 
And all her infinite of prospect fair. 
Cut through the shades of hell, great Love ! by 
Oh most adorable 1 most unadored ! 
Where shall that praise begin, which ne'er shoulc 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applause ! 
How is Night's sable mantle labour 'd o'er, 
How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 
What, wisdom shines ; what love! Tliis midnight : 
This gorgeous axeh, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee ^ 
For others this profusion. Thou apart, 
Above ! beyond ! Oh ! tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Whore art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep ^ 
Call to the Sun ? or ask the roaring winds 
For their Creator ! shall I question loud 
The thunder, if in that the* Almigl^y dwells'? 
Or holds He furious storms in straiten'd relaii^ 
And bids Bbtcb whirlwinds wheel bis rapid car ? 

What mean these questions ?•— I'rembliitg 1 re 
Mj^ prostTBie soul adores the ^ptt^cut God I . 



THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. fl» 

a distant Deity ? He tunes 400 

ie (if tuned ;) the nerve that writes sustaiju : 
cl in his being I resound his praise : 
agh past all diffused; without a shore 
mce, local is his tbr6ne-<as meet) 
er the di^ersed (as stan^rds call 405 

ed from a&r ;) to fijc a point, 
al point, collective of his sons ; 
nite every nature but his own. 
uunelefls He, whose nod is Nature'a birih) 
iure's shield the shadow of his hand ; . 410 
K>lutioh his suspended smile ! 
tat First-Last ! j>avilion'd higJi he sits 
less, from excessive splendour born, 
runseen, unless through lustre lost, 
y, to created glory, bright, 415 

to cental horrors : he looks down 
bat soars, and spans immensity. 
3^h night unhuinber'd worlds unfolds to view, 
BS Creation! what art thou? abeam, 
effluvium of his majesty. 420 

11 an atom of this atom world 
in dust and sin, the theme of Heaven ? 
» the centre should I send my thought, 
I beds of glittering ore and glowing gems ; 
(ggar'd blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 425 
t in darkness : if, on towering wing, 
through the boundless vault of stars ! 
s, though rich, what dross their gold to thee, 
rood f wise ! wonderful * eternal King ! 
le conscious stars thy throne around, 430 

ret pouring, and imbibing bliss, 
their strain : th^y want it, more they want • 
ir abundance, humble their sublime, 
their energy, their ardotu^cold i 
still, their highest rapture burns, 4*^ 

its mark f defective though divine \ 
7re — tbiM theme is man's, and mtixi'tt iVm^ \ 
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* 

Their Tast appointments reach it not ; they seo 

On earth a bounty not indulged on high. 

And downward look for Heaven's superior praiie ! 440 

Firstborn of £ther ! high in fields of Light ! 

View man, to see the glory of yonr God \ 

Could angels envy, they had envied here : 

And somp did enVy ; and the rest, though gods, - 

^ Yet still gods unredeemed (th^re. trtttmpbs man, 445 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the- skies,) 
The J less would feol^ though more adorn my themo. 
They sung Creation (for in that they shared ;) 
How rose in melody that child of love ! 
Creation's great superior, man i is thine ; l 450 

Thine is Redemption 1 they just gave the key ; 
*Tis thine to raise and eternize the song, 
Though human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs. here ? 
Redemption ! 'twas Creation more sublime .7 455 

Redemption I 'twa« the labour of tlie skies ; 
Far more than labour-^it waa death in Heaven I 
A truth so strange, 'twere bold to think it true. 
If not ^ar bolder still to disbelieve. - 450 

Here pauae and-ppnder. Wa»theredeath in H«&ven^ 
What then on earth '^ on earth, which Btcuek the blow? 
Who struck it? Who — ^Ohow is man enlarged. 
Seen through this medium ! How the pigmy toners ! 
How counterpoised his origin from diiA\ 
How counterpoised, to dust bis sad return ! - 465 

How voided his vast distance from the skies ! 
How near he presses on the seraph's wing ! 
Which is the seraph ? which the born of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, through the thickest cloud 
Of guilt and clay coHdeased, the Son of H'<6aveu ! 470 
The double Son ; the made, and the remade ! 
And shall Heaven's doHble property be lost ?■-*- 
^an's double madness only can destroy. 
To man the bleeding Cro9s has '^if>m\s«& «Sl*, 

7%« bjeeding Crosfl hat sworn •l%tn»V ^«a«. - ^^V 
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,ve hiB life, what grace shall H« deny ? 
who from this rock of ages Jeap 
38, plunging lieadlong iff the deep ! 
irdiol joy, what consolation stren^, 
Br winds arise, or billows roll, 4d0 

^rest in the Master of the stpnff! 
lere, and in wrecked Nature's ruins smile ; 
ile apostates tremble in a calm, 
know thyself : .all wisdom centres there. 
I man seems ignoble, but to man. 485 

hat grandeur, men o'erlook, admire : 
Lg shall humoQ nature be their book, 
ate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
m dim Reason shed? shows wonders there ; 
gh contents 1 illustrious faculties ! 490 

grand comment, which displays at full 
lan height, scarce sevar*d from divine, 
ren composed, was published on the Oroos. 
ooks on that, and sees not in himself 
1 stranger, a terrestrial god ? ' 495 

OB pawner with the Deity 
Jgh attribute, immortal life .' 
blee4a» he bloed^ not for a worm, 
nd, a* I g&z9, my mounting soul 
strange fire. Eternity ! at Uiee, 500 

>s the world — or, rather, more enjoys, 
inged the face of Nati:(ro t how improved ! 
em'd A chaos, phines a glorious world ; 
a world, aq £4en^; heightened all ! 
ther scene ! another self! 505 

another, as time rolls along, 
; a self far more illustrious s^illl 
long ages, yet roll'd up in shaddf 
id by bold Conjecture's keenest ray, 
olutions of surprising Fate I ^EA^ 

lure opens, and receives my «o^, 
eee tralks of raptured thaugVit\ -wXiet^ 1K^^> 
• and embrace me ^ WhAX i^evi VvlV>ci 
6* 
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Of itrange adventure, foreign to the sun^ 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whatever exlfte 
Old Time and fair Creation, are forgot. 616 

Is this extravagant ? of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to he just : 
Conception unconfiued wants wings to reach him ; 
Beyond its reach the Godhead only more. 590 

He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The world pfrationals: one spirit pour'd 
From spii^its' awful Fountain j pour'd Himself 
Through all their souls, but not in equal stream, 
Profuse, or frugal, of the' inspiring God, 595 

As his wise plan demanded ; and whien pass'd 
Their various trials, Jn their various spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Resorbs them, all into Himself again, 
His throne their centre, and his smile their crovni, 5S0 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing^ 
Though yet unsung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold ? 
Angels are men of a superior kind; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
High o'er celestial mountains wing'd in flight ; 595 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 
And slippery step, the bottom of the steep. 
Angels ttieir failings, mortals have their pr^iie : 
While here, of corps ethereal, such enroli'd, 540 

And summoni'd to the glorious standard soon, 
Which flames eternal crimson through the skips. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin, 
Vet absent ; but not absent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael sung .545 , 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel pn our errands flown. 
Sent by the Sovereign : and are these, O faan ! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (sivaxpe bum 
The cheek to cinder !) rival to the brute ? 
HeUghu'a all. Despendliig ^Qm X\id ^vjiia 9Sfl 
Po vrretehod iua&7 th^ godde«« Vsi \i« \t^ 
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HoJdi (nit this world, and in her ri^ht the mxt 
Reli^on ! the sole voucher maxtis man ; 
Supporter sole of man above himself; 
E'en in this night of frailty, change, and d«K&^ $56 
She gives the soul a soul that «ct8 a god. 
Religion! Providence! an after stfite ! 
Here is firm footing ;. here is solid rock ; 
Thia can support us ; all is s^ besides ; 
Sinks under us ; bestorms, and then devoars. 560 

His hand the good min. fastens on the skies, 
And bids earth roll, jdor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick polhited air. 
Darkness and stench, and suffocating damps. 
And dungeon horrors, by kind Fate discharged, &Vi 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pwne 
Surrounds him, and Elysian prospects rise i 
His heart e^Fults, his spirits cast their load,- 
As if newborn he triumphs in the change : 
So joys the soul, ^vhen from inglorious aims 51V) 

And sordid sweets, from feculence and frtih 
Of ties terrestrial set at targe, she mounts 
To Reason's region, her own element. 
Breathes hopes hnmortel, and affects the fkies. 

Religion ! tfaoathe soul of happiness, 975 

And, groaning Calvary ! of thee: there: 8hi»e 
'^he noblest truths ; there strongest motiyes wU^gi 
There sacred violence assaults the soul ; 
There nothing but compulsion xs forlxHrBe. 
Can love allure usi or can terror awe ? $8? 

He weeps ! — ^the fallihg drop puts out the Saai 
He sighs ! — the sigh earth's deep foundatioQ ebakee. 
If iii his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath inflamed I hia tenderness on fire P 
Like soft, smooth oil, outbleiing other fire* ? ISMI 

Can prayer, can praise, avert it? — ^Thou, my^J 
My theme ! my inspiration ! and my eroviPL ? 
Mjr strength in age i my rite xa. \oW «%\Jti(^\ • 
Mf goal's ambition, pleaeurc, ^%&\\3^V— WW ^fWi^^ 
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My light m darkness ! and my life in death ! 590 

My boast through time ! bliss through eternity ! 
Eternity, too short to speak thy praise , 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man of men the meanest, e'en to me ; 
My sacrince ! my God 1 — ^what things are these ! 50$ 
What then art Thnu ? by what name shalll calltbefl f 
Knew I the name devout archangels use, 
I>evout archangels should the name enjoy, 
By me unrival'd ; thousands more sublime. 
None half so dear aa that which, though imspoke, 600 
Still glows at heart. O how Omnipotence 
Is lost in love ! thou great Philanthropist ! 
Father of angels !. but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fondest of the younger born ! 
Thou who didsl save him, snatch the smoking brand . 
From out the flanges, and quench it in thy blood ! €06 
How art thou plelisod by bounty to distress! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 
Too big for birth ! vto &v6ur and confound ; 
To challenge and to distance all return ! 610 

Of lavish k>ve stupendous heights to soar, 
And leave Praise panting in the distant vale ! 
Thy right,' too great, defrauds thee of thy dtie ; 
And s^rilegious our sublimest song ! , 
But since the naked will obtains thy smile, 615 

Beneath this monument of praise unpaid, 
And future life symphonioue to my strain, 
(That noMest hymn to Heaven !) for ever lie 
KntOmV-d my fear of death ! and every fear, . . 
The dread of every evil, but thy frown. 680 

Whom eed I yonder so demurely smile ? 
Lttiighter a labour, and might break their rest 
Ye Qfiietiats'! in homage to the dues ! 
Serene I of soft address ! who mildly make 
An unobtrusive tondor of your lieaxla, Cf& 

Abhorting violence I who halt indeed, 
9af^ for the bhaminp v/rest]ie not v?VV\\ Hevf%Tk.\ 
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1 my soxkg too turbuleint ? too warm ? 
mBf then, the pagans of the aoid ? 
one baptized ? alone ordain'd QSO 

things sacred ? Oh, for warmer ttiU ! 
Is my zeal, and age benumbs toy powori* 
I humbler heart and proodor song t 
much injured.Theme 1 with that soft eye 
sited tt'er do<mi'd Salem^ d^gn to look CHS 
on to the colu^iess of my hreast, 
^n to the wmier in my strain, 
eold-bearted. frozen FormaHsti ! 
I theme 'tis impious to be calm : 
I reason, transport temper here. OiC^ 

Lven, which' gave is. ardour, and ha* ihoira 
for man so strongly, not disdain 
>oth emoUienta in theoit^^, 
Dt Virtue's dowjiy doctors, prMch } 
le of piety, a lukewacm prdiae ^ diS 

irs sweet from inc^nsie uninflapiAd f 
when lukewarm is undevouti 
I it glows, its heat is.strucK to He&ven, 
a hearts hor golden uiixps are- sttimg , 
iven!s orchestra chants Amen to man. 650 
, or dream I bear, their distant strain, 
the soul, and tasting strong of Ueavaa, 
sd on celestial Pity's plume, 
the vast spaces of the universe, 
me in this melanctioiy gloom ? 055 

I will Death (now stingless) like a friend 
i of their choir ? Oh, when will Death 
ildering, old, partition wpJx throw down I 
igs, one in nature, one abode? 
h divine ! tliat j^iv^st us to the ^as : GOO 
ure ! glorious .paxTon of the past 
snt ! when shall I thy shrine adore ? 
Lure's ceatinent, immensely wide, 
\y hless'd, 'tbiM little isle of Ufe, . 
JnearoerAting oolony .^Rtb 
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I]H vides us. Happ7 day ! that breaks our chain ; 

That maittumtts'; that calls firom •ztte home ; 

That leads to Nature's great metropolis, 

And readmits us, through the guardian hand 

Of elder brothers, to our Father's throQe ; 670 

Who hears our Advocate, and, through his wooiida 

Beholding man, allocs that tender name. 

'Tis thUi makes Christian triumph a «omii|an<i : ' 

Tis this makes joy a duty ta the wise. 

'Tts impious in a good man to be sad. 67& 

Seest thou, Loren2o, where hangs all our hope ? 
Touched by the Cross, we live ; or, more than die > 
That touch which toueh'd not angels ; nKMre divine 
Than that which touch*d coiifusipn into form, 
And darkness into g!ory : partial touch ! 680' 

Tnefiably preeminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and eovereign through the whole 
Long' golden chain of miraefoft, which hangs 
From Heaven through all duration, and supports, 
In one illustrious and amazing plan,. ^5 

Thy welfare) Nature ! and thy God's renown. 
That touchy witif charms celestial, heals the soul 
Diseased, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth to Heaven, to heavenly tlirones transforms 
The ghastly ruins of the mouldering tomb. ^90 

Dost ask me when ? When He who died returns ; 
Kcturns, how changed ; where then the man of woe ? 
In Glory*s terrors all tlie Godhead burn», 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 69& 

Leave a stupendous solitude in Heaven ; 
Keplenish'd soon, repleniish'd with increase 
Of pomp and mT:Utitnde ; a rsi^iant band 
Of angels now, of angels from the tomb ' 

Is this by Fancy^ thrown remote ? and rise TpO 

J^arJr doubts between the promise and event ? 

fsend tbe9 nzt to volumes for thy c\we *, . 

l^&d NnturB t JVature is a ftiond to liul> y 
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Nature is Christian; preaches to mankind, 

And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 705 

Hast thou ne^er seen the comet's flaming flight ^ 

The' illustrious stranger passing, terror slieds 

On gazing nations from his fiery train 

Of Icmgth enormous ; takes his ampl6 round 

Through depths of ether ; coasts unnumber'd worlds 

Of more than solar glory ; doubles wide 711 

Heaven's mighty cape ; and then revisits earth, 

From the long travel of a thousand years. 

Thus at the destined period shall return. 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet bliaze, 715 

And with Him all our triumph o'er the tomh. 

Nature is dumb on this important point, 
Our Hope precarious in low whisper breathes ; -• 
Faith speaks aloud, distinct ', e'en adders hear. 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 730 

Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of death, 
To break the shock blind Nature cannot shun^ 
And lands Thought smoothly on the farther shore 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes. 
That mountain barrier between man and pea<?Q. , •7!25 
'Tis Faith disarms Destruction, and absolves 
From every clamorous charge the guHtless tomb. 

Why disbelieve ? Lorenzo !— ' Reason bids ; 
All-sacred Reason.' — ^^Hold her sacred still ; 
Nor shalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 780 

All-sacred Reason ! source, and soul, of all 
Demanding praise, on earth, or «arth above ! 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmost folds 
Live thou with life ; live deardr of the two. 
Wear I the blessed Cross, by Fortune stamp'd 73i5 
On passive Nature before Thought was bom ? 
My birth's blind bigot i fired with local zeal !-*- 
No : Reason rebaptized me when adult v ' \ 
Weighed true and fal«e in h«r impui\a\ it.^% \ 
JiJjr beart became the convert of my \i%iA, . 'iM 
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And made that choice which once was but mj fate 
' On argument alone my faith is built/ 
Reason pursued is Faith ; and unpursued, 
Where proof invites, 'tis reason then no more : 
And such our proof, that or our Faith is right, 745 
Or Reason Jies, and Heaven designed it wrong. 
Absolve we this ! what then is blasphemy .^— 

Fond as we are, and justly fond of Faith, 
Reason, we grant, demands our first regard ; 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 730 

Reason the root, fair Faith is but the flower : 
The fading flower shall die, but Reason lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the skies ! 
When Faith is virtue, Reason makes it So. 
Wrong not the Christian j think not Reason youxji J 
*Tia Reason our great Master holds so dear j 756 

Tia Reason's injured rights his wrath resents ; 
*Tis Reason's voice obey'd his glories crown : 
To give lost Reason life he pour'd his own. 
Believe, and show the reason of a man ; 760 

Believe, and taste the pleasure of a god ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
Through Reason's wounds alone thy Faith caii die, 
Wbicn dying, tenfold terror gives to Death, 
And dips in vdnora his twice mortal sting. ' 765 

Leant hence what honours, what loud poeans, due 
To those who push our antidote aside ; 
Those boast'».d friends to" Reason and to man, 
Whose fatal love stabs every joy^ and leaves 
Death's terror heighten'd, gna\^itig on Iiis heart. 770 
These pompous sons of Reason idolized. 
And vilified at once : of Reason dead, 
Th#tt deified, as monatchsivefe of old; 
What conduct ple^s proud laurels on their brow ? 
While loVe of truth" through all their camp resound 
They diaw Pride's cxirtain J'oi- the noontide j^y, Tf% 
Spike tip their ihch of reason on the point 
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»hic wit, CjaU'd Argoment, 

zuli^ng ifi their taper, cry, 

9 Sun 1' :and,Ipdiaiilike, adore. 7611 

y of morals ^ O thou bleeding Lore ! 

it of new morsils to man^nd ! 

gior^ity if love of Thee. 

Socrates, if audi they wer^ 

3ey bate of that soblime renowli,) 785 

Socrates inight justly stand 

ion of a modern fool. 

tan lis the higl^est style of man ! 

e who the j^lessed Cross wipes on, 

lot, irom hi^ dishonour *d brow .' 7^0 

emble, 'tis at s^ch a sight : 
i4bey quit, despondii^g of their cliarg#, 
k with grief or wonder who t»m t^U ? 

sense ! yejeitlzcms of ewrth' 

done the GhriGtian banner %) 796 

oyjf wise your ohoice, hot^ gt eat yonr g^ ? 

pictnre of £arth's happiest man ; 

is wish, it comes : he sends it baeki 

B cali'd another : tfai^t arrives, 

Huae welcome ; yet he still calls on ; 800 

lis hini) who yiuries not his call, 

tim fast, in chains af darkness bounds 

1 dies, and Jndgment sets him freQ ; 
far less welcome than hi» chain.' 

t mtLo. happy *, graiit him happy long ; ^5 
B highest prize her latest hour ; 
so late, is nimble in approach, 
I post, com€s on in fiill careen 
the shuttle flies that weaTes thy shroud ! 
be fable of thy fbrmor years ? 81 

wn the gulf of time ; as ^ from thee 
d near been thine ; the day in handi 
itruggling to get loose^ is fgpxsig \ 
rpcMeB0% BO BuddKBij tis goi&e *, 
vHtmommit Bed, is de»th ad^ anted ^A*^ 



wmie usetui its advice, its kca 
By the great edicts the divine^i 
Truth is deposited with man's! 
An honest hour, and faithful to 
Truth ! eldest daughter of the ] 
Truth ! of his cpuncll when h# 
Nor less, when he shall judge t 
Though silent Icmg, and sleepin 
Smothered with errors, and opp; 
That heaven-commissioik'd houi 
But from her casern in the soul 
Like him they fable under ^tn 
The goddess bursts in thunder i 
Loudly convinces, and severely 
Dark demons I discharge, and k 
The keen vibration of bright Tt 
Just definition ! though by schoi 
Ye deaf to truth ! peruse this po 
And trust, for once, a prophet a 
* Men may live fools, but fools t] 
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HS SIGHT HON. THE EARL OF LTTCHFISUX 

EO ! to recriminato is just, 
lees for fkme is avarice of air.* 
the man is vain who writes for praise : 
Qo maD e'er deserved, who sought no more, 
ist thy second charge. I grant the Muse 5 
;en blush'd at her degenerate sons, 
d by Sense to plead her filthy cause, 
e the low, to magnify the mean, 
btilize the gross into refined ; 
I magic numbers' powerful charm * JO 

jriven to make a civet of their song 
e, and sweeten ordure to perfiime. 
true pagan, deifies the brute, 
ts our swine enjoyments from the mire, 
fact notorious, nor obscure the cause. 15 

ii the chains of pleasure and of pride : 
ihare the man, and these distract him too ; 
ifferent ways, and clash in their commands, 
ike an ei^gle, builds among the stars ; 
>asure, larklike, nests upon the ground, SO 

lared by brute creation, Pride resents ; 
e embraces ; man would both enjoy, 
th at once : a point how hard to gain ! 
lat can't Wit, when stung by strong desire ? 
dares attempt this arduous enterprise. ^ 

oye of Beage can't rise to R^asou't taflXo^ 
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In Biibtle Sophistry's laborious fbrge 
Wit hammers out a reason new, that stoop 
To sordid scenes, and meets them with ap| 
Wit calls the Graces the chaste zone to lo< 
Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl : 
A thousand phantoms and a thousand spell 
A thousand opiates scatters to delude, 
To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep. 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which shock'd the judgment shoe 
Tfaidt whldfi gave pride offence, no more of 
Pleasure and Pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man shall reign, 
By Wit*s address patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauc 
From rank, refined to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed Art ! wipes off the* indebted b] 
From Nature's cheek, aiid broiizes every s] 
-^Man smiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And Infamy stands candidate for praise. 

All writ by man in favour of the soul, 
These sensual ethics far, in bulk, transcehi 
The flowers of eloquence, profusely pour'd 
O'er spotted Vice, fill hal?tho letter'd woifl 
Can powers of geiiius exercise their'page, 
And consecrate enormities with song ! 

But let riot these inexpiable strains 
Condemii the Muse that knows her dig^dit; 
Nor Aieanly stops at time, but holds the W4 
As 'tis, in Nature's ariiple fidld, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; from whence to st 
Aiad run the round of universal space, 
To visit being universld there. 
And being's ^ource^ that utlnost flight of \ 
Yet spite of this b6 vast circlimferdnce, 
Weil kho#8 but tdhit is mofal nought i» " 
Sihg RrshB only ? do hot artjprel^ '•■ 
there iirin Poeey a decent 
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3II becomes her when she speaks to Prose, 
get sister, haply not more M^ise. 66 

t thou, Lorenzo, to find pastimes here ? 
passion blown into a flame, 
flatter'd, dignity disgraced, 
ield of fiction, all on flower, 70 

w colours, here, or sHken tale ; 
n counsels, imag-es. of awe, 
hich Eternity lets fall on man, 
lie weight through these -revolving spheres. 
i-deep silence, and incumbent shade : 75 
such as shall revisit your last hour, 
ird, and live when life expires; 
ark pencil, Midnight ! darker still 
holy dipp'd, imbrowns the whole. 
, e*en this, ray laughter-loying friends ! 80 
and thy brothers of the smile ♦ 
ports you most can most engage, 

your ear, and chain you to my sonj^. 
fail me, know the wise shall taste ~ 
1 1 sing ; the truths I sing shall feel ; 8$ 
ig, give assent j and their assent 
jcompense ; is more than praise. 
' tliine, O Litchfield !— nor mistake ; 
unintroduced I force my way* 
lot unknown, hot unallied 90 

or by blood, illustrious youth ! 
om blooming amarantliine bowers, 
the language harmony, descends - 
nd asks admittance for the Muse ; 
at will not pain thee with thy praise : 06 

she drops, by nobler still inspired, 
aless'd Spirit ! whether the Supreme, 
mundane Father ! in whose breast 
eation, unborn being- dwelt, 
various revolutions roU'd VSft 

Jttgh future, prior'tolViema^Vift^-, 

th can blow it into uoueVil «u^^v(^« 
7* 
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Qr from his throne some delegated power, 

Who, ^udious of our peace, dost turn the tho 

From vain and vile to solid and sublime ! 

Unseen thou lead'«t me to dcUcious draughts 

Of inspiration, from a purer stream, 

And fuller of the God, than that which burst 

From famed Castalia ', nor is yet allay 'd ' 

My sacred tlilrst, though long my soul has ro: 

Through pleasing pathf of moral and divine, 

By thee sustained, and lighted by the stars. 

0y them best lighted are tlie paths of thou^ 
I^ights are their days, their most illumuied h( 
By day the soul, overborne hy life's career, 
6tunn*d by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Beels far from reason, jostled by the throng. 
By day the soul is passive, all her tlioughli 
Imposed, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By night, from objects free, from passion doo 
Thoughts uncontroird and unimpressed, tlie I 
Of pure election, arbitrary range, 
Not to tlie limits of one world confined ; 
But from otliereal travels light on earth, 
As voyagers drop anchor, for repose. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fon< 

gf feathered fopperies, tho Sun adore : 
arkness has lapxp^ divinity for me ; 
It strikes thought inward; it drives back the 
To settle on herself, our point supreme ! 
There lies our theatre ; there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o*er life*s dull bca 
'TIS the kind hand of Providence stretch'd o\ 
'Twixt man and vanity ; 'tis Reason*s reign, 
And Virtue's too *, these tutelary shades 
Are man's asylum from the tainted throng, 
flight is the good man's friend, and guardiaic 
It no Jess rescues virtua than inspires. 
Virtue, for over frail as fair beVow, 
-Wfi* tender nature suifbrs in tK« ttwvA, 



Nor touehei on the world without a stidn. 

The world's infectiouB ; few bring back «t>ve, 

Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 

Something we thought, is blotted ; we resolved, 

Is shaken ; we renounced, returns again. 14b 

Each salutation may slide in a sin 

tJnthought before, or fix a former flaw. 

Nor is it strange ; light, motion, concourbe, noito, 

All scatter us abroad. Thought, outward-bound, 

Neglectful of our home affairs^ flies ol^ 1^ , 

In fume and dissipation, quits her Charge, 

And leaves the breast unguarded to the ibe. 

Present example gets within our guard, 
And acts with double force, by few r^p^^rd. 
Ambition iires aAibition ; love of g;ain 155 

Strikes, like a pestilence, from breast to trbast r 
Kiot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breatlie ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man. 
From smiling man ! A slight, a single glance, 
And shot at random, oJElen has brought home . 1'60 
V A sudden fever to the throbbing heart 
Of envy, rancour, or impure desire. 
We see, we hear, with peril ; Safety dwells 
Remote from multitude. The world *s a school 
Of wrong, and what proficients swarm around ! 166 
We must or imitate or disapprove ; 
iMtuBt list as their accomplices or foes : 
That stains our innocence, this wounds our peace. 
From Nature's birth^ hence, Wisdom has been smit 
With sweet recess, and languished for the shade. lYO 

This sacred shade and solitude what is it ? 
'Tis the felt presence of the Deity ! 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone ; 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is unguiit, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 175 

By night an atheist half believeB a C3co^\ 

Night ia fair Virtue's immcmoT\«l txveiA. 
Tho eonfciouB Moon, through o^eVj dA«NAXk\ ^^» 
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as held a lamp to Wisdom, tind let fall, 

n Contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 180 

he famed Athenian, he who woo'd from Heaven 

lilosophy the fair, to dwell with men, 

nd form their manners, not inflame their pride . 

'^hile o'er his head, as fearful to, molest 

is labouring mind, the stars in silence slide, 185 

ad seem all gazing on their future guest, 

>e him soliciting his ardent suit 

private audience : all the livelong night, 
gid in thought, and motionless, he stands ; 
>r quits his theme or posture till the Sun 190 

.ude drunkard ! rising rosy from the main) 
isturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
id gives him to the tumult of the world, 
iil, preciou^ moments ! stolen from the black waste 
'murder'd time ! auspicious Midnight, hail ! 195 
le world excluded, every passion hush'd, 
id open'd a calm intercourse with Heaven, 
ire the soul sits in council, ponders past, 
edestines future action ; sees, not feels 
imultuous Life, and reasons with the storm, 200 
I her lies answers, and thinks down her charms. 
What awful joy ! what mental liberty ! 
m not pent in darkness ; rather say 
not too bold) in darkness I'm imbower'd. 
lightful gloom ! the clustering thoughts around 205 
ontaneous rise, and blossom in the shade ; 
t droop by day, and sicken in the Sufi ; 
ought borrows light elsewhere ; from that first fire, 
iintain of animation ! whence descends 
inia, my celestial guest ! who deigns 210 

rhtly to visit me, so mean, and now, 
Eiscious how needful discipline to man, 
►m pleasing dalliarce with the charms of Night, 

wandering thought r'Ccals, to what excites 
other beat oflieart, Narcissa's tomJol 216 

d'e it feeble Nature calls me bacV, 
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And bf^sktf i6y spifit iritb grief &gain ? 
ti it a Stygian vap<Jur in ihy ^l6od ? 
A cold slow puddle, creepiing througli ray v'eihls^ ? 
Or is it tbcf^ with all mfeh ?— Thuri with «». 220 

What are we ? hoW urtequ^l ! now we soar, 
And now w^ sink. To be the sanie transcends^ 
Our pre^nt prowetis. Dearly pays th6 soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her chiy. 
Reascm, a baffled counsellor * but adds 335 

Th# bhi^h of weakxiess to the \jiate of wofe . 
TheAoiAeii s^ilirtt, fighting herhatct fete . 

In this damp dusky region, charged with storniti, 
Bat f^obly flatters, yet untaught to fty ; 
Or, flying/ dhort her flight, and sure her fall : 2^0 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise tlgain ; 
' And not to yleM, though beaten, all our praise. 

*Tis vaiii to seek in men fo* more than man. 
Though proud in promise, big in preyious thought, 
Experience dampfl ottr tritimph. I, who late, 235 
£ merging from the lihado'^s of the grtive, 
yfhet<i gn^fdbtain'fi nie prisoiiei',, mounting high', 
TlWw wide the gates of cvefrlasting day, 
And calt'd mafikitid to glory, shook of p&in, 
Mortality shook ofl", ih ether piire, 240 

And struck the stars ; now feel my spirits fail ; 
They drop meirom the zenith ; down t rush, 
IiHbe him whom fable fledged With wd±en Wings, 
In sorrow drowned — ^bnt not in sorroit lost. 
How wretched is the man who never monm'd ! 245 
I dive for precious pearl in Sorrow's stream : 
Not BO the thoughtless man that only grieves, 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain^ - 
(Inestimable gain !) and gives Heaven leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wise. 250 

If wisdom is oar lessdn (and what else 
Ennobloi rasx^ ? what else have angels learn'd I) 
. Chief! roo^e proflc|«nts in tViy bc\io<A %.t^ toaA^^ 
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Than Genius or proud Learning e'er could boaft. 

Voracious Learning, often overfed, S256 

Digests not into sense her motley meal. ' 

This bookcase, with dark booty almost burst, 

This forager on others' wisdom, leaves 

Her native farm, her reason, quite untill'd ; 

With mix'd manure she surfeits the rank soil, S60 

Dung'd, but not drees'd, and rich to beggary : 

A pomp untamable of weeds prevails : 

Her servant's wealth encumber'd Wisdom mouniB. 

And what says Genius ? * Let the dull be wise I* 
* Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong, Jd65 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired. 
It pleads «)xemption from tiie laws of Sense, 
Considers Rc^on as a Jeveller, 
And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd. 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim ; S70 
To glory and to pleasure gives the rest. 
Crassus but sleeps, Ardclio is undone. 
Wisdom less shudders at a fool than vAt. 

But Wisdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. - 
When Sorrow wounds the brcaMt, as ploughs the glebe, 
And hearts obdurate feel her softening shower ; 276 
Her seed celestial, then, glad Wisdom sows ; 
Her golden harvest triumphs in the soil. 
If so, Narcissa ! welcome my relapse ; 
I'll raise a tax on my calamity, 280 

And reap rich compensation from my pain. 
I'll range the plenteous intellectual field, 
And gather every thought of sovereign power 
To chase the mpral maladies of man ; 
Thoughts, which may bear transplanting to the skies,. 
Though natives of this coarse penurious soil ; 1286 
Nor wholly wither there, where. seraphs sing, 
Refined, exalted, not annull'd, in Heaven * 
Reason, the sun that gives them birth, the same 
Ja either cliine, though more illustrious there. j^90 
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hoicely cuU'd, and elegantly ranged, 
rm a garland for Narcis&a's tomb, 
radventure, of no fading flowers. 
3n what themes shall puzzled choice descend f 
nportance of contemplating the tomb ; 29& 
Bn decline it ; suicide's foul birth : 
ious kinds of grief ; the faults of age ; 
ath's dread character — invite my song.' 
first, the' importance of our end survey 'd. 
counsel quick dismission of our grief. 9(Kl 

n kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 
f more kind than He who struck the blow .' * 
I it do his errand in our hearts, 
ish peace till nobler guests arrive, 
\g it back a true and endless peace ? 305 

;es are friends : as glaring day 

unnumbor'd lustres robs our sight, 
ty puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
rt high, and light divine, to man. 
lan how bless'd, who, sick of gaudy scenes, 
apt to thrust between us and ourselves !) 311 

choice to take his favourite walk 

Death's gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 

jd by 'Vanity's fantastic ray ; 

his monuments, to weigh his dust, 315 

vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 

! read with me Narcissa's stone ; 

1, was thy favourite) let us read 

al stone ; few doctors preach so yreU ', 

tors so tenderly can touch 320 

ing heart. What pathos in tho date ! 

ds can strike ; and yet in them we see 

ages of what we here enjoy. 

1780 have we to build on length of U(W 

ions seize when fear is laid asleep, 335 

breboded is our strongeat goaxd. 

ym her tomb, as from, an Yiuvt\A.^ librvT^A^ 

diant goddess \ Ba]lie« or^ iKY vyviX^ 
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And puts Delosipn's dusky train to flight , 
Dispels the mist our sultry passions raiso 
From objects low, terre9,trial^ and pbscenei 
And shows the real estimate of tilings, 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw : 
Pulls off the veil from Virtue's rising charms 
Detects Temptation in a thousand lies. 
Truth bids me Ibok on men as autumn leaves 
And all they bleed for as the summer's dust 
Driven by thp whirlwind : lighted By her beai 
J widen my hori?:on, g^in new powers, 

Am prel**®**^ ^^^^ futurities ; think nought 
To iZjan so ^'^^'^S^ ^^ the joys possess'd, 
Nought b o mud^ his as those beyond the grav 

No folly k^eps its «olQur in her sight j 
Pale worldly Wis^^m lo-^^es all her charms 
la pompous promise ii:pm ixCI schemes profoTi 
If future fate she plans, 'ti»: aU in leaves, 
Like sibyly unsubsttamti^, fleebi'^^ bli&;.^ 
A^ the first blMt it vanishes in air. 
Not so celestial. Wookbt thou know, Z^prenz 
How differ worldly Wisdom and divine ? 
Just as the waning and the waxing moom 
More empty woddly Wisdom every day. 
And every day more fair her rival shines. 
When later, there's less timfi to play th& fool. 
Soon our whole lerra foe Wisdom is expired 
(Thou knpw*st she caUs no eotmcil in the grfti 
And everlasting fool is writ ia fire. 
Or real wisdom Wafts us to the skies. 
" ^'As worldly sohemes reseo^les sibyU' leavfi^ 
The good man's days to sibyls' books compare 
(In ancievil stox^ tead, tk<»Q know'st tike tale^ 
in price still rniftf^ae in number lese, 
laeBtlmable ^uite his fiael hour. 
^or thMi wka Uaoa^ exa offet* offn tYu^aEuwk' 
insolvent vr&H^th^ purchase canft^t v%7. 
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' Qh let me die Im death !' all Nattixe crm, 
* Then live his life.'— All Nature falters them ; 
Our great physiciaa dailj to consult. 
To commuQe with the grave, our o»ly cure. 370 

What grave prescribes the best ? — A friend's; todyei 
From a friend's grave, how soon we disengage i 
E'en to the dearest, as his niaxble, cold. 
Why are friends ravieh'd from us.? 'tis to hmd^ 
By soft Affection's ties, on huoian hearts 375- 

The thought of Death, which Reason, too supinQi 
Or BQisemploy'd, so rarely fastens there> » 

Nor Reason nor Afibction, npy nor both 
Combined^ can break the witchcraAs of the world. 
Behold the' inexorable hour at hand ', 380 

Behold the' inexorable hour forgot ! ' 

And to forget it |he chief aim of life, 
^Though well to ponder it is life's chief end. 

Is Death, that ever threatening, ne^er remote, 
That all important, and that only fliire, 386 

(Come when he will) an unexpected guest .' 
Nay, though invited by the loudest calls 
Of blind Imprudence, unexpected still ? 
Though numerous messengers are sent before^ 
To warn his great arrival ? What the cause, 39() 

The wondrous cause, of this mysterious ill ? 
Ail Heaven looks down, astonish'd at the sight I 

Is it that Life has sown her joys so thick^ 
We can't tbrust in a single care between .' 
is it that Life has such a swarra of cares, SOS' 

fThe thought of Death can't enter for the throng? 
Is it that Time steals on with downy feet, 
Nor wfikfls Indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is so like yesterday, it cheats ; 
We take the lying sister for the same. 40G 

Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook, 
For ever changing, unperceived the chax^6% 
In the same brook acne erei b%.ikiQd\icack W^A \ 
To the same life jione ever lwic% ws^^» 

8 
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^all the brook the same : the same we think 405 
life, though still more, rapid in its flow, 
oaark the much irrevocably la^^sed, 
mingled with the sea. Or shall we say 
Lining still the brook to bear us on) 

life is like a vessel on the stream ? 410 

e embark'd, we smoothly down the tide 
me descend, but not on time intent ; 
sed, unconscious of the gliding wave, 
3n a sudden we perceive a shock ; 
itart, awake, look out : what see we there ! 415 
brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore, 
this the cause Death flies all human thought ^ 
I it Judgment, by the Will struck blind, 

domineeringr mistress of the soul ! 

him so strong, by Dalilah the fair ? — 430^ 

I it fear turns startled Reason back, 

i looking down a precipice so steep ? — 

dreadful ; and the dread is wisely placed 

fature, conscious of the make of man, 

sadful friend it is, a terror kind, 42& 

ming sword to guard the tree of Life. 

lat unawed, in Life's most smiling hoUr 

good man would repine ; woald ^suffer joys, 

burn impatient for his promised slices. 

bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 430 

loom of humoar, would give Rage the rein> 

d o'er the barrier, rush into the dark, 

mar the scenes of Providence below. 

iiat groan was that, Lorenzo ? — Furies ! ri^e, 

arown in your less execrable yell, 43& 

nnia's shame. There took her gloomy flight, 

^ing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 

ed from hell with horrid lust ot'deoth. 

Friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 

Il'd, so thought — and then he fled the field ; 440 

^se the fear of death than feat o^Ufe. 

un ! infamous for suieide I 
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An island, in thy manners : far disjoin'd 
From the whole world of rationals beside ! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 445 

Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent. 

But thou be shock'd, while^I detect the cause 
Of self-assault, expose the monster's birth, 
And bid Abhorrence hiss it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the distant Sun ; 450 
The Sun is innocent, thy clime absolved. 
Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 
The cause I sing, in Eden might prevail, 
And proves it is thy folly, not thy fete. 

The soul of man (let man in homage bow 456 

Wh& names his soul,) a native of the skies ! 
Highborn and free, her freedom should maintain. 
Unsold, unmortgaged for earth's little bribes. 
The' illustrious stranger, in this foreign land, 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity, 460 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 
Of earth suspicious, Earth's enchanted cup 
With cool reserve light touching, should indulge 
On immortality her godlike taste ; [there. 

There take large draughts j make her chief banquet 

But some reject this sustenance divine^ 466 

To beggarly vile appetites descend. 
Ask alms of Earth, for guests that came from Heaven ! 
Sink into slaves, and sell, for present hire. 
Their rich reversion, and (what shares its fate) 470 
Their native freedom, to the prince who sways 
This nether world ': and when his payments fail. 
When his foul basket gorges them no more, 
Or their pall'd palates loathe the basket full, 
Are instantly, with wild demoniac rage, 476 

For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And bursting their confinement, though fast barr'd 
By laws divine and human, guarded strong 
With horrors doubled to defend t\ve ^^»^, 
The blackept JN^ature or dire g\u\t ^wv x^\«fc^ ^ 
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And moated round with fathomless desttiietiori, 
Sure to receive and whehn them in their felK 

Such, Britons ! is the cause^ to you unknown. 
Or worse, o'eriook'd ; o'crlook'd by magistrates, 
Thus criminals themselves ! I grant the deed 
Is madness ; but the madness of the heart. 
And what is that ? our utmost bound of guilt. 
A sensual, mffeflecting life is big 
With monstrous births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold io break 
Heaven's law supreme, and desperately rush 
Through sacred Nature's murder, on their own, 
Beca,u6& they never think of death, tfaey die. 
'Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 
At onee to shun, and meditate his end. 
When by the bed of langnishmezrt we sit, 
(The seat of Wisdom ! if our choice, not fate) 
Or o'er our dying friends in anguish hang, v 
Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking bead ; 
Number their moments, and in every clock 
Start at the voice of an eternity ; 
See the dim lamp of life just feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, . 
Then sink again, and quiver into death, 
That most pathetic herald of our own : 
How read we such sad scenes ? As sent to man 
In perfect vengeance ? no ; in pity sent, 
To melt him down, like wax, and then impress, 
Indelible, Death's image on his heart, 
Bleeding for others, trembling for himself. 
We bleed, we tremble,.we forget, we smile. 
The mind turns fool before the cheek is dry. 
Our quick-returning folly cancels all. 
As tho tide rushing razes what is writ 
In yielding sanAs, and smooths the lettered shore. I 

Xforenzo ! hast thou ever weigh'd a sigh ? 
Or studied the philosophy of teuw ? . 
^ tfcj'eacejret unJectured in our achobWV^ 
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descended deep into the breast, 
heir source ? if not, descend with me, 520 
these briny rivulets to their springs. 
>ral tears from different causes rise ; 
separate cisterns in the soul, 
kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
itagion cali'd, some burst at once, 525 

I obsequious to the leading eye ; 
nore time, by curious art distill'd. 
Ls, in secret hard, unapt to melt, 
the magic of the public eye, 
3' smitten rock, gush out amain : 530 

> to share the fame of the deceased, 
merit, and to them so dear : 

1 on praises which they think they ttiun ; 

ivithout a blush, commend themstfives. 

m, in proof that something they t.ouict love ; 

> not to relieve their grief, but show. 536 
) in perfect justice to the dead, 

us all their love is in arrear. 
hievously weep, not unapprized, 
3time8 aid the conquest of an eye. 540 

address the soft Ephesians draw 
3 network o'er entangled hearts ! 
rough crystal, how their roses glow, 
id pearl runs trickling down their cheek ! 
t prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 545 

gems, herself dissolved in love. 
p at death, abstracted from the dead, 
'ate, like Charles, their own decease. 
>nstruction some are deemed to weep, 
decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

p in earnest, and yet weep in vain, 
I indiscretion as in woe. 
lind Passion ! irapotently pours 
: deserve more tears ; while B>Q&AQYi %V^%y^^ 
like an idiot, unconcetTCd, ^^^^ 

ehends the meaning o£\.V^ %\.QiTTCv\ 
8* 



'rw^f^xaJae a pastiifle r»f the stingless 
Far as the doep-resounding knell theyj 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it 
No grain of wisdom pays them for thej 

Half round the globe the tears pum] 
Are spent in watering vanities of life ',\ 
In making folly flourish still more fair. 
When the sick soul, her wonted stay wi 
Reclines on earth and sorrows in the du 
Instead of learning there her true suppo 
(Though there thrown down her truesuj 
^Without Heaven's aid, impatient to be b 
She crawls to the next shrub or bramble 
Though from the stately cedar's arms sli 
With stale forsworn embraces clings ant 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as bef 
In all the fruitless fiipperies of life, 
Presents her weed, well fancied at the b 
And raffles for the death's head on the r 

So wept Aurelia, till the destined you 
Stepp'd in with his receipt for making si 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa's fate, 
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I'll dwell onesofa, and quite exhaust thy- death. 695 
A atmi without reflection, like a pile 
Withont inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth : what says it to gray hafara^ 
Narcissa ! I'm become thy pupil now.-^ 
Early^ bright, transient, chaste, as morning dew, €00 
She sparkled, was exhaled, and went to heaven ! 
Time on this head has snow'd, yet still 'tis bortle 
Aloft, nor thijiks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with shame I speak it, age severe 
Old worn'Kmt vioe sets down for virtue fair ; 605 

With graceless gravity chastising youth, ^ 

That youth chastised surpassing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulaess of death ! 
As if, like objects pressing on the sight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be seen ; 610 

Or that life's loan Time ripdn'd into right. 
And men might plead prescription &om the grave ; 
Deathless, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathless ? far from it ! such are dead already ; 
Their hearts are buried, and the world their grave. 615 

Tell me, some god ! my guardian angel ! tell 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants 
Tlie phantom of an age 'twixt us and Death, 
Already at the door ? He knocks ; wo hear him^ 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends €90 
Our untouch'd hearts ? what miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which fr<»n a thousand quivartf 
Is daily darted, and is daily shunn'd ? 
We stand, as in a battle, throngs on threngi 
Around us faUing, wofinded oft ourselves, 695 

Though biiseding with our Wounds, iinm(»*tal still ! 
We see Time's furrows on another's brow, 
And Death intrench'd, preparing his assault : 
How few themselves in that just mirror se^ ! 
Or, seeing, draw their inference aa attoivi^N ^SS^ 

TTtere death is certain ; dotibtfuV \iete *. \v<a tkoa^-^ 
Amd ftooB : we mmy, within an age, fti^\x%. 



Baubles, I mean f i, . *° •"« 
Ask Thought for? °«^ *'« 

Has no4i" f^f r^' "^o" this 
Contract Z ^:r ""^'y to 

That wish is „t^ *° "'* to d 
P»« lift and or "'* P"»"o 

How shook^nt^'^r^' to faults o; 
And our Smluu^"^"' ^""^ thr 

Nothinl but t^l ° ^"'^^ the first 
''""yb^rstS';*^,"*"' of being ^i 

What folly citn h« ^? ""'"'te n 
Oor wishes l:i\^'"-*"k«'' like o 
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»rk8 on |oBrd, and wait thd wind 
vs us issg|||;irorlds unknown : 
:oo, a dfftadftd «cene ! 
>rophet8 to themselves ; fordseo 

; their future fate foretaste : €^ 
'aste the bitterness of death, 
ieath alone the fear destroys : 
that precious thought 
[night darkness on the soul, 
leath it on a precipice, 660 

first blast, and lost for ever, 
nzo, why so warmly pressed, 
nmer'd on thine ear, 
[eath ? That thought is the machine^ 
ne ! that heaves us from the dust, 685 
> men. That thought; ply'd home, 

the ghastly precipice 
, will soften the descent, 

our passage to the grave. 
}e wish'd ! what heart of ftedh 090 
. tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
te of infinite ? what hand, 
:est brand of censure bold 
uage too well known to thee,) 
ent give its all to Chance, 695 

e for an Eternity ! 
isa ! aid me to keep pace 
nd, ere her scissars cut 
, to break this tougher thread 
hat ties me to the world. 700 

umbering Reason, to send forth 
arvation on the foe ; 
vey the rapid march 
,nd messengers to man, 
ehind him turn^ them all. 766 

t, by Nature flign'd, 
ne out, though doitatiiA ^^X.*, 
le moment lurks my feie \ 



r 



moment on the former 
While man is growing, life is 
And cradles rock us nearer to 
Our birth is nothing but our d 
As tapers wast^ that instant t 
Shall we then fear lest that 
Which comes to pass each mo 
If fear we must, let that Death ^ 
Which murders strength and aij^ 
Should ratner call on Death, tha 
Ye partners of my fault, and my 
Thoughtless of death, but when y 
(Rude visitant !) knocks hard at ; 
And wi^h its thunder scarce obta 
Be death your theme, in every p] 
Nor longer want, ye monumental 
A brother tomb to tell you — ^you 
That death you dre^, (so great i 
Know you shall court, before you 
' But you are learn'd : in volumi 
In^Wlsdom shallow. Pompous ig 
Would you be still more le arned 
Learn well to know hnwri 
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1 science for diBtinguish'd nameS) 
romentalion of your pride, 
virtue as you rise in fame. 
[ng, like the lunar beam, affords 750 

Qot heat ; it leaves you undevoat, 
Leart, while speculation shines, 
curious^dagators-! fond 
r all, but what avails you knowti. 
[d learn Death's character, attend. 7^ 

conduct, all degrees of health, 
fortune, and all dates of age, 
liook in his.impartial urn, 
at random ; or, if choice is made, 
is quite sarcastic, and insults 760 

ijecturo and fond hopes of man. 
tless multitudes not only leave^ 
disappoint us, by their deaths ! 
)at our sorrow, greater our surprise. 
)r tyrants. Death delights to smite 765 
ten, most prdclaims the pride of power 
ry nod. His joy supreme, 
nrretch survive th» fortunate } 
wrap the' athletic in his shroud > 
[g fathers build their children's tomb : 770 
Tarcissa ! — What, though short tjiy date ? 
rolling suns, the mind matures, 
long which answers life's great end. 
Lat bears no fruit deserves no name. 
' wisdom is the man of years. 776 

uth Methusalems may die ; 
lated on their flattering tombs ! 
} youth has lectured me thus far : 
r gaiety give counsel too f 
he Jews' famed oracle of gems, 7S0 

itniction ; such as throws new light, 
nore the character of Death, 
t thee, Lorenzo ! this thy va.\iiitV*- 
I Mb due; the wretched axid\.Yi.« o\d% 
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£;en let him iwaap hk rubbiflh to the i^rave ', 78& 
Let him not violate kiad Nature's laws. 
But own man born to live as well as die.' — 
Wretched and old thou gtvest him ; yoon^ and fpy 
He takes ; and plunder in a tyrant's joy. , 

What if I prove, < the farthest from the feac 790 

Are oflen nearest to the Btt4]ke of Fate .^' 

All, more than common, menaces ui end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers shoal-d emit a flamoi 
Glad spirits sparkled from Nareissa's eye, 795 

And made Touth young«r, and taught XAfe to liTS« 
As Nature's opposites wage endluBS war, 
For this oiSence, as treason to the, deep 
Inviolable stupor of his reign, 

Where lust and turbulent ambition sleep, 800 

Death took swift vengeance. As he lile deteste, 
More life is still more odious ; and, reduced 
By conquest, aggranditees more his poweri 
But wlierefore aggrandized i — By Heaven's dsetes 
To plant the soul on her eternal guard, 865 

In awful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs Death's dread commission : ' Sirika, botso 
As most alarms the living by the dead.' 
Hence stratagem delights him, aaid surprise, 
And cruel sport with man's securities. 814 

Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim > 
And where least fear'd, there^ conquest triiu&pluiiiiosli 
This proves my bold assertion not too bold. 
What are his arts to lay our fears asleep I 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap }xp 815 

In deep Dissimulation's darkest night. 
Like princes unconfess'd in foreign coovi^ 
Who travel under cover, Doath^assunies 
-The name and look of Life, and dwells<among iws 
He takpa all shapes that serve his black desigiv? 68^ 
Thoagh master of a wider etnpae i«iX 
TAan that o'er which the Kwnaxs ^a^« fl»w t 
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ero, he's a fiddler, charioteer : 

'es his phafiton in female guise ; 

msuspected; till, the wheel beneath, 825 

arraj'd oblation he devours. 

lost afiects the forms least like himselfy 

nder self: hence burly corpulenoe 

iimiliar wear, and sleek disguise. 

the rosy b!.»om he loTes to birk, 830 

lUsh in a smile ; or, wanton, dive 

)les deep ; Love's eddies, which draw in 

r hearts, and sink them in despair. 

1 Narcissa's couch he loiter'd long 

vn, and when detected, still was seen 835 ' 

le : such peace has Innocence in death ! 

happy they, whom least his arts deceive ! 

3 on Death, and one full fiz'd on Heaven, 

IS a mortal and immortal man. 

1 liis wiles a piqued and jealous spy, 840 

n, or dream 'd I saw, the tyrant dress, 

his horrors, and put on his smiles. 

ise ! for thou remember 'st, call it back, 

)W Lorenzo the surprising scene ; 

a dream, his genius can explain. 845 

I in a circle of the gay I stood : 

rould have entered ; Nature pushed him back : 

ed by a doctor of renown, 

it he gain'd ; then artfully dismise'd 

« ; for Death designed to be conceal-d : 850 

I an old vivacious usurer 

gre aspect, and his naked bones, 

ude for plumping up his prey, 

sr'd spendthrift, whose fantastic air, 

hionM figure, and oockaded brow, 665 

in change, and underneath the pride 

f linen tuck'd his filthy shroud. 

ked bow he s^aightened to a cvDft^ 

hJs deadly shafts in Myra'ft e^o. 

iadfuT raasquerader thua cqxuTO' d, ^^ 

9 
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Outsallies on adventures. Ask you where ? - 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts 
Let this suffice ; sure as night follows day^ 
Death treads in Pleasure's footsteps round the wor 
When Pleasure treads the paths which Reason sha 
When against Reason, Riot shuts the door^ 
And Gaiety supplies the place of Sense, 
Then, foremost at the banquet and the ball; 
Death leads the dance, cr stamps the deadly die. 
Nor ever fails tlie midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily carousing to his gay compeers, 
Inly he laughs to see them laugh at him, 
As absent far ; and when the revel burns, 
When Fear is banish'd, and triumphant Thought, 
Calling for all tjie joys beneath the moon. 
Against him turns the key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors — he drops his mask, 
Frowns out at full : they start, despair, expire. 

Scarce with more sudden terror and surprisp, 
From his black mask of nitre, touch 'd by fire. 
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery. 
And more than simple conquest, in the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 
Whicli moment is commision'd to destroy ? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain .'* therefore thou be fix'd^ 
Fix'd as a sentinel, all eye, all ear, 
All expectation of the coming foe. 
Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy spear, 
Lest slumber steal one moment o'er thy soul 
And Fate surprise thee nodding. Watch, be stroi] 
Thus give each day the merit and renown 
Of dying well, though doom'd but once to die ', 
Nor let life's period, hidden, (as fxLom most) 
Hide J too, from thee the precious ubo otWfe. 
Early, not suddtm, was Narc\»SQ?a &i<\.« v 
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Soon, not surprising, Death his visit paid : 

Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 900 

Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die ; 

Though Fortune, too (our third and iinaltheme,) 

As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 

And every glittering gewgaw, on her sight, 

To dazzle and debauoh it iirom its mark. 905 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man. 

And every thought that misses it is blind. 

Fortune with "iouth and Gaiety conspired 

To weave a triple wreath of happiness, 910 

(If happiness on earth) to crown her brow : 

And could Death charge through such a shining shield P 

That shining shield invites the tyrant'^ spear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims. 
And strongly preach humiUty to man. 
O how portentous is prosperity ! 915 

How, cometlike, it tlireatens while it shines ! 
•Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition^ 
To cull his victims fVom the fairest fold. 
And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 
' When flooded with abundance, purpled t>'er 920 

With recent |icnours, bloom'd with every bliss, 
Set up in ostentation, made the gaze. 
The gaudy centre, of the public eye ; 
When Fortune, thus, has toss'd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from '.he covert of an humble state, 935 

How often have I seen him dropp'd at once. 
Our morning's envy ! and our evening's sigh '. 
As if her bounties were the signal given. 
The flowery wreath, to mark the sacriiiee. 
And call Death's arrows on the destined prey. 930 

High Fortune Beems in cruel league with Fate. 
Ask you for what ? to give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo still for the 6w\A\TCi^ ^f^ 

Of life ? to hang his airy nest oiv V\w\v^ 
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On the slight timber of the topmost bough, 

Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 

Granting grim Death at equal distance there. 

Yet peace begins just whore ambition ends. 940 

What makes man wretched ? Happiness denied; 

Lorenzo ! no ; 'tis Happiness disdam'd ! 

She comes too meanly dress'd to win our smilei 

And calls hel'self Content, a hcunely name I 

Our flame is transport, and Content oi:^r scorn. ! 945 

Ambition turns, and shuts the door against her„ 

And weds a toil, a tempest, in her stead ; 

A tempest to warm transport near of kin. 

Unknowing what our mortal state admits, 

Life's modest joys we ruin while we raise, 950 

And all our ecstasies are wounds to peace ; 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And since thy peace is dear, ambitious yovth ! 
Of fortune fond ! as thoughtless of thy fate 
As late I drew Death's picture, to stir up 955 

Thy wholesome fears ; now, drawn in contrasti tee 
Gay Fortune's thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in«ir the sportive goddess hangs. 
Unlocks her casket, spreads her glittering ware, 
\nd calls the giddy winds to puff" abroad 960 

Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All rush rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends, 
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er their kings, 
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the GiXt, 
(Still more adored) to snatch the golden shower. 965 

Gold glitters most where virtue shines no more ; 
As stars froijn absent suns have leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries, 
Unkennel'd from the prisons and the stews, 
Pour in, all opening in their idol's praise ! 970 

All, ardent, eye each waflure of her hand, 
And, wide expanding their voracious jaws, 
MorBol on morsel swallow down vmch^'^'d^ 
Hai&ated, through mad appetite fox moT% v 



THE RELAPSE. XOl 

Gorged to the throat, yet lean and ravenous still : 975 
Sagacious all to trace the smallest game, 
And bold to seize the greatest. If (bless'd chance !) 
Court-zephyrs Sweetly breathe ; they launch, they fly, 
O'er just, o'^er sacred, all-forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning scent of place or power, 980 
Stanch to the foot of Lucre — ^tillthey die. 
Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates survey. 
With aim mismeasured and impetuous speed. 
Some, darting, strike their ardent wish far off, 985 
Through fury to possess it : some succeed, 
But stumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From some, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirl'd away. 
And lodged in bosoms that ne'er dream 'd of gain. 
To some it sticks so close, that, when torn off, 990 
Tom is'tlie man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'erenamour'd of their bags, run mad ; 
' Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together some (unhappy rivals !) seize, 
And rend abunddnce into poverty : 995 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles ; 
Smiles, too, the goddess ; but smiles most at those 
(Just victims of exorbitant desire !)^' 
Who perish at their own request, and, whelm'd 
Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire. 1000 

Fortune is famous for her numbers slain ; 
The number small which happiness can bear. 
Though various fot a while their fates, at last 
One curse involves them all : at Death ^s approach 
All read their richefs backward into loss, 1005 

And mourp in just proportion to their store. 

And Death's approach (if orthodox ray song) 
Is hasten'd by the lure of Fortune's smiles. 
And art thou still a glutton of bright gold ? 
And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin ? IftV^ 

Death lovea a shining mark^ «l sigii'aWiVirw \ 
A blow which, while it executes j iX^txiv^^ 
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And Btartles thousands with a signal fall. 

As when some stately growth of oak, or pine, 

Which nods aloft and proudly spreads her shade, 1015 \ 

The Sun's defiance, and the flocVs defence, 

By the strong strokes of labouring hinds subdued 

Loud groans her last i and rushing from her height, 

In cumbrous ruin thunders to the ground ; 

The conscious forest trembles at the shocks 1020 

And hill, and stream, and distant dale resound. 

These high-aim'd darts of Death, and. these alone, 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full ; 
A quiver which, suspended in mid air, 
Or near heaven's archer, in the zodiac, hung ICKK) 
(So could it be,) should draw the public eye, ^ 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind i 
A constellation awful, yet l>ei)ign, 
To guide the gay through Life's tempestaoae wave, 
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock ; 1030 
' From greater danger to grow more securo, « 
And, wrapp'd in happiness, forget their fiite.' 
Lysander, happy past the common lot, 

' Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia ; she was kind. 1095 

Tn youth, form, fortune, fame^ they both were blesi'd : 
All who knew envied; yet in envy loved : 
Can Fancy form more finish'd happiness ? 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome' 
Rose on the sounding beach. The glittering spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore ; 1041 
So break those glittering shadows, human joye. 
The faithless morning smiled : he takes hii$ leave 
To reembrace, in ecstasies, at eve : 
The rising^ storm forbids : the news arrives ; 1046 
Untold she saw it in her servant's eye. 
She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel,) 
And drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid^ 
fn Bu&catmgaotTOYffi shazes bis tovoib. 

JV^ow round the sumptuous l^ndaX mouxnuMmA. VStf 
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Hows innocently roar, 
h sailor, passing, drops a tear» 

tears suffice P— »but not for me. 

efforts ! and our arts how vain ! 

ain of thought I took, to shun, 1055 

le on my fate. — These died together ; 

i ! undivorced by death ! 

eet, or ne'er to part, is peBce.<— 

Y bleeds at thought of thee ; 

. only near me, not myselfl 1060 

If? — ^that cures all other woe. 

; Philander is forgot, 
nmerce ! — O the tender ties, 
with the fibres of the heart ! 
I, break them? and drain off the soul 1065 
, and m^e it ^ain to tive.-^ 
r to live ? When such firiendt part, 
vQit diefl.«— Hy hmrt ! no more. 
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that have oot had an experience of it ; and o^ what mua- 
IS it the sad interest that souls should' not survive ? Th« 
en world confessed that they rather hoped, than firmljr 
red, immortality ! and how many heathens haVe we stiU 
gat tts ! The Sacred Pa^e assures us, that ' life and im- 
liity is broug-Lt to light by the Gospel;' but by how many 
Gospel rejected or overlooked 1 From those considera- 
and from my being, accidentally, privy to the sentiments 
le particular persons, I have been long persuaded that 
if not all our infidels (whatever name they take, and 
!ver scheme for ailment's sake, and to keep themselves 
intenande, they patronize) Are suppoilied in th^ deplo* 
error by some doubt of their immortality, at the bottom : 
am satisfied, that inen once thoroughly convinced of 
nmibrtality, are hot far from being Chiisdams : fi>r it is 

conceive that a man, fiilly conscious eternal paltibr 
i€Stf will certainly be his lot, should not «amesUy aiid 
tially inquire after the surest means of escaping one, and 
^ the other : and of such an earnest and impartial in* 

1 well know the consequence. 

e, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental tnitfi, 
>lain arguments are oifered ; arguments derived from 
>les which infidels admit in common with believers f ar- 
Its which appear to me altogether irresistible ; and such 
m satisfied, will have great weight with all who give 
»ives the small trouble of looking seriously into their own 
s, and of observing with any tolerable defgree 6( at tem 
^hal daily passes round abotiC them in the World, if sooie 
ents shall here occur which others have declined, ihey 
emitted, with all deference, to better judgments, in tbik, 
mints, the most important ! for as to the beingof a God, 
no longer disputed ; 'but it is undisputed for this reason 
nz. because where the least pretence to reason is ad- 
, it must for ever be indisputable : and, of consequence, 
n can be betrayed into a dispute of that nature by vaiu- 
ich has a principal share in animatingo^ mbdertt cdnt" 
3 iKJiilxist ot^ artidefe «f <Air IMwL 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE 

FIRST LORD COMMISSIONER 
CHANCELLOR OF TJ 

She* (for I know not yet he 
Not early, like Narcissa, left 
Nor sudden, like Philander. 
This seeming mitigation but 
This fancied medicine height 
The longer known, the close 
And gradual parting is a gra 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine 
By tsirdy pressure's still incn 
From hardest hearts confess! 
O the long dark approach,. 
Death's gallery ! (might I da 
With dismal doubt and sable 
Sick Hope's pale lamp its on] 
There Fate my melancholy v 
Forbid self-love itself to flattc 
How oft I gazed, prophet icalJ 
Hi, How oft I saw her dead, whi] 




INFIDEL RECLAIMED. M 

deadly siege ; in spite of art^ 
blessings Nature lends Q^ 

humiELnity. Ye Stars ! 
lade familiar to my sight) 
)on ! bear witness j many a night 
►w from beneath my head, 
ore attention to the shock, 3ft 

)redations on a life 

t he left me. Dreadful post j 

darker every hour ! ^ 

lay that drove me to the brinks 
jternity below ; 3S 

hudder'd at futurity ; 
aent's point, the' important die 
1 spun doubtful, ere it fell, 
fe ; my title to more woe. 
roe ? more comfort let it be; 40 

. but that which wished to die ; 
, but wretchedness and pain ; 
, but what encumber'd, gall'd, 
rass, and barr'd from real life, 
lat wish most ardent of the wise ? 45 
m to see it ; highest stars 
b it ; !Death, great Death alonci 
$un triumphant, lands us there 
)ur transition, though the mind, 
iting self-alarms, foO 

nts for inquietude^ 
t it dreadful. Who can take 
true ? the tyrant never sat. 
andom strokes, conjecture all ; 
grave,, nor tells one single tale, 65 
nage rising in the brain 
iblance ; never are alike * 
pencil : Fancy loves excess ; 
I is lavish of her shades ; 
>rmidable picture draw. ^ 

worst; 't'lB past j new \>i<)ft\>^<i\A "tYSft'v 
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And drop a veil eternal o'er her ton^. 
Fdr other views our oontemplation clainii 
Views that o'erpay the rigoars of our life ; 
Views that suspend our agonies in death. 
Wrapp'd in the thought of immortality, 
Wrapp'd in the single, the triumphant thought! 
' LoE^ life might lapse, age unperceived come on. 
And find the soul unsated with her theme. 
Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my song. 
O that my song could emulate my soul ! 
Like her immortal. No ! — ^the soul disdain» 
A mark so mean ; far nobler hopo inflames ; 
If endless ages can outweigh an hour, 
^ Let not the laurel, but the palm inspire* 
Thy nature, Immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not ? it is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun, 
And spun for ever ; dipp'd by cruel Fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here ; 
How short our correspondence with the Son ! 
And while it lasts, inglorious ! our best deeds 
How wanting in their weight ! our highest joys 
Small cordials to support us in our pain. 
And give us strength to suflfer. But how great 
To mingle interests, converse, amities, 
With all (he sons of Reason, scatter^ wide 
Through habitable space, wherever bom, 
Howe'er endow'd ! to live free citizens 
Of universal Nature ! to lay hold. 
By more than feeble faith, on the Suprento ! 
To call Heaven's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines which support archangels in their state) 
Our own ! to rise in science as in blise, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 
To read Creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity ! 
The plan and execution to collate \ 
To fee, befbre each glance of pieTcVti^ \\\o\v^^) 
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badow, blowxi'remote ; and }«aVft 100 
ot that of Love D^Tine, 
rm the 0er«ph*« 8anni|^ ^ff^iogt 
uceldama, this field of Ueodi 
liab, and of outward iB, 
and from dusti to soch « aoena ! iOS 
! true joy% illastriovs itome ! 
ad contrast (now deplored) knore fairJ 
yicissitude of Fate ! 
on of our blackest hour 1 
sse'^re thoughts that make man maD, 
me, aggrandize the great. Ill 

lile yot we tread the kindrod cIod| 
(lent tear to sink benea^ 
ead, soon trodden by our sons) 
:he wild whirl of Time's pursaite, US 
luse ; involved in high presage, 
Bg vista of a thousand yean, 
tnplatiaig our- distant selves, 
yring niirr(M' seen, 

bled, elevate, divine ! 199 

ir own futurities ! 

igbt OB what all tihought trautee&dli * 
>llow^candidat8s, of jo3^ 
soneeptiou as desert, 
astoaidied talkers and the tale ! tflS 
ells thy bosom at the thought ? 
Bves thee : 'tis an honest pride ! 
— ^cnd yet thyself despise. 
BMA c^ 6'«rraite, and none > 
lis metit. Take good heed, 130 

!>dest wh6 w thou sliouldsC W prwid ; 
Lverflal error shun, 
ride, when we behold those heifbt»! 
tkfR paints ib air, but those 
iBt, and aif4ent Virtue ^(ahur ^ Itt 

ilato. Our pvide Yiow ^^tCi\ 

10 
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This cell of the creation ?' this small nest. 
Stuck in a corner of the universe, 
Wrapp'd up in fleecy cloud and fine-spun air ? 14 
Fine-spun to sense , bui gross and feculent 
To souls celestial ; souls oidain'4 to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Timers farther shore, 
\yiiere Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears, li 
While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Peace. 

In empire high, or in proud science deep, 
Ye bom of Earth ! on what can you confer, 
With half the dignity, with half the gain. 
The gust, the glow, of lational delight, 16 

As on this thome, which angels praise and share ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in Heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic potions for the sick ! 
Distempered bodies and distemper-d minds ! 18 

In an eternity what scenes shall strike ! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties suirprise ! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel there ! ' 
What full day pour on all the paths of Heaven, 
And light the' Almighty footsteps in the deep I li 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of Fate, 
And straighten its inextricable maze 1 

If inextinguishable thirst in man 
To know ; how rich, how fiill, our banquet there ! M 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately seen in shades. 
And in those shades by fragments only seen, 
And seen thos3 fragments by the labouring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illustrious and entire, 1< 

Its' ample sphere, its universal frame, 
In full dimensions, swells lo the survey, 
And enters, at one glance, the ravish'd sight. 
lYom Bome superior point (wYvet^) "vr^xo cMv\%yL:? 
0uMe0 it, *ti$ a jpoint, v^htre Koda i«a\d«)^ 
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the ■tranger-man's illumined ejd, 
ocean of unbounded space, 
infinite of floating worlds 
crystal waves of ether pure, 
voyage without port ? The least 1^0 

sseminated orbs how great ! 
ley are, what numlnrs these surpass, 
iviathan to that small race, 
ikling multitudes of little life, 
VB unpcrceived ! Stupendous these ? 185 
ire these stupendous to the whole ? 
is, as atoms ill perceived ; 
ting globules in our veins ; 
3 plan. Fecundity divine ! 
Source ! perhaps I wrong thee still. lOQ 
ation is a source of joy, 
sport hence ? yet this the least in Heaven, 
to that illustrious robe He wears, 
1 this mass of wonders from his hand, 
n, an earnest, of his power ? 195 

t glory, whence all glory flows, 
ad's meanest floweret to the Sun, 
7e it birth. But what this Sun of Heaven ^ 
supreme of the supremely bless'd f 
y death, the question can resolve. 300 

^heap bought the* ideas of our joy ; 
deas ! . solid happiness 
from its shadow chased below. 
Lse we still the phantom through the fir?, 
iind brake, and precipice, till death ? 905 
'e still for sublunary pay ? 
langers of the field and flood, 
like, spin out our precious all, 
than vitals spin (if no regard 
uturity,) in curious webs SIO 

ihoaght and exquisite deai^n, 
ork of th« biraitt !) to c*\c\i «t ^^ \ 
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The momentary buzz of vaii^ renown ! 
A name ! a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner still) insteajd of giaaping air, ! 

For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Prudge, sweat, through every shame, for eyexy ga 
ttoT vile contaminating trash ! throw up 
Our hope in Heaven, ou£ dignity with man, 
And deify the dirt matured to gold r ! 

Ambition, Avarice, the two demons these 
Which goad through every slough our humj^ here 
Hard-travelM from the cradle to the grave. 
How low tlie wretches stoop ! how steep they eliop 
These demons burn mankind, but most posses^ 
Lorenzo's bosom, and turn out the skieiK. 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To cover ocean •' or a mote, the Sun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have they this blinding powoj: ? 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it surprise thee ? be thou then surpriAed ', 
Thou neither know'st : their nature learn from na 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem, 
What close, coi^nexion tics them to my theme. 
First, what is true ambition ? The pu,rsuit 
Qf glory nothing less than man can share. 
Were they aa vain as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of self-applause, 
Their arts and conquests animals might boi^st, 
And claim their laurel-crowns as well aei we ", 
But not eelestial. Here we stand alone, 
As in our form distinct, preeminent : 
If prone in thought, our stature is our shame ', 
And man should blush, his forehoad raeet^ the ski< 
The visible and present are fgr brutes : 
A slender portion, and a narrow bound i 
These Reason, with an energy divinOi 
O'erJeepg, an4 claims th^ future anOi ^^iv^^ifcTi.^ 
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The vast onseen ! the future fathomless ! 960 

When the great soul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving gross Nature^s sediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's ofispring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Asserts his rank, and rises into man. ^^ JD55 

This is ambition ; this is human fire ! 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders) maktf 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him &om the throng ? 

Genius and art, ambition's boasted wings, 
Our boast hut ill deserve : a feeble aid ! SGO 

JDedalian enginery ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, Fame's flight is Glory's fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne'er so high, 
Oar height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold, fiO& 

When I behold a genius bright and base| 
Of towering talents and terrestrial aims,. . 
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high spliArtt; . 
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal, 
With rabbish mix'd, and glittering in the dust : 970' 
Struck at the splendid melancholy sight, 
At once compassion soft and envy rise ■ 
But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
In false Ambition's hand, to finirh faults ITS 

Illustrious, and give Infamy renown. 

Great ill is an achievement of great powert. 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason the means. Affections choose our •niL 
Means have no merit, if our end amiss, JMQ 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in Tiun 
What is a Pelham's head to Pelham's faeAri f 
Hearts are proprietors of all app'iaune. 
Right ends and means make wisaom, worldly visd 
Is but half witted at its nighi^«t pttiiM. ^6& 

Let geniuB, then, despair !« iii»k« 1\!kS% ^%»^N 
Nw &Ltt€r station. WmuI i% iMxv^ yxM^'t 
10* 
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'Tt0 a proud naovdioant : it bo«>U and bog* ; 

It begi aA alnv of homai^a fcom the throii^, 

And oft the tl^ron^ denioa ita;C)iajrUy. 9 

Monarchsrandi rakiistera ace awful JMon^i i 

Whoever wear them QbaUengejour devour. 

JMigion, public Ordesr, both ea^aot 

External homage and a supple kn6e> 

To bainga pompously Bet up> to serve 9 

The meanest ilaye : aU ra^re is Afesit's d^e. 

Her sacred and inviolable right ; 

H&i ever paid the monareh, but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to spperior worth ; 

Nor ^er &21 oC their ajlegiaa^ce there. 3( 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their accou^jt^ 

And vote the manjl^e into majesty. 

I^et the small savage boast hia silver fur, 

His royal robe unborrow'd, and crahought, 

His own, des^nding faji^ly from his siresj 39 

Shall manlw pro»4 to wear his lively, 

And souls in esmine scorn a soul withoujt ? 

Can plajceoB lessen us or aggrandijfe ? 

Pigmies are pigmimi still, though perek'd on Alfi% 

And pyramids, are pyiramida in. vales* 31 

Each man makes hie own stature, builds hims)»l4 

Virtue alone. outhuiids the pyramida; 

Sn monumenta is^l last, whe» Egypt's fall. 

Of these sure tru^ha dost thou decaaod theiCaoft-^ 
The, cause ia todged iii immogtwjiiliy, 311 

Hear, and assent Thy besom burns &r pover ; 
What station charms t^a ? I'll install thee there ', 
^it thine. And art thou giveat^r tjiap; before? 
Then thoi:i before wast aametbiig lesp^than maflk 
Has thy new post betray'd thee into prido ? 381 

That treacherous pjrtde beirftya thy digaity ; 
Thatimde dit&mes humanit({r« and oi^a 
2!if0 being mean which atajfiroT; atrin®iyQaii raiaa.: 
^%a/ prifi9^ iik» iiooded hawkS) ui;^»s\K)^^«a.^«^a«t^ 
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'Tis Iioni of IgnofnacB, wliich knows not tt»n : 
An &Djr^*» seeood, nor his seoomi long. 
A Nero, quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glory frdm the tinkling string, 
Bm ftdntty shadows wa immortal sctti, 380 

With empire's self to pride or rapture fired. 
If nobler motives miniver no onre, 
£'en vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : ^tks mon. 
It makes the post stand candidate for thee ; 83S 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honest man. 
'Thoagh no Exchequer it commands-, 'tis wealth ; 
And though it wears no ribband, 'tis renown : "^ 
Renown, that would not quit thee though disgraced, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a master's smile. 340 

Other ambition Nature interdicts ; 
%ture proclaims it most absurd in man, 
Bf pointing al hi» origin and end ; 
Mi]J{ qfi(} a swathe, at first, his whole demand ; 
His whole domain, at last, a turf or stone ; S46 

7o whom, between, a world may seem too small. 

Souls, itvdy great, ditft forward on the wing 
^jost Ambition, to tlie grand resolt, 
^e curtain's ftll ; Hmm see the boslun'd ehief ' 
Unshod behind thii noaieiit«ry scefte, 95(^ 

^aeed to liie oivtt ilvtm, low ^39 hi^^b, 
As vice or virttie Mkm bin, or aablimes ', 
And laugh «t this ftntAsHo miraimery ^ 
'Hiis antie prelfide of grotesque events, 
^sre divufs are often stilted, and belrvf 960 

A littleness of seal by worlds o'errtui, 
And nations laid in Mood. Dread saoriiiM 
"^0 Christian pride ! whioh had with horror ■kook'd' 
^e darkest Pe,gane, oiTer'd to their gode. 

thou Most Christian enemy to pee«e ! Ml^ 

Again iir amw .^ again provoiking Prnle V 
%/ prfoce, and' that alone, i» tniVf g;t«iX, 
^^(f drvWB th9 sword relttetwit, 8>«^ #wi^v» -- 
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On empire builds whai empire far-outweighs, 
And makes his throne a scaffold to the skies ! 

Why this so rare ? — ^because, forgot of all 
The day of death, that venerable day 
Which sits as judge ; that day, which shall proDOa 
On all our days, absolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo"! never shut thy thought against it : 
Bo leVees ne'er so full, afford it room ; 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend consulted, flatteries apdrt, 
Will tell thee fair if thou art great or mean. 

To dote on aught may leave us, or be left, I 
Is that ambition ? then let flames descend, 
Point to the centre their inverted spires, 
And learn humiliation from a soul . 
Which boasts her lineage froiii celestial fire. 
Yet these are they the world pronounces wise ; 
The world, vvliich cancels Nature's right and wron 
And casts new wisdom : e'en the gjave man lei^ 
His solemn face to countenance the coin. 
Wisdom for parts is madness for the whole. 
This stamps the paradox, and gives us 4eave . • 
To call the wisest weak, the richest poor, 
The most ^ambitious uni^mbitious, mean, 
In triumph mean, and abject pn q. t^^rona. 
Nothing can make it uss^than mad i|i man 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
And give his seul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching Him who gave her wings to fly. 
When .blind Ambition quite mistakes her roiid, 
And downward pores for that which shinet .aboTe^ 
Substantial happiness and true renown ; 
Then, like an idiot gazing -on the brook, 
We leap at stars, and fasten in the mud } 
At glory grasp, and sink in infamy. 

Ambition ! powerful souxce of ^ood and ill I 
Thjr strength in man, like lenglOa. oi viVck^ \\L\sa^ 
Wbea diaeng:a^ed from eocth V\0\ g.x«^«t 
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W flight, Irvi^spofts iis to ik^ fkisf: 

SAtangled, or i» gvilt beraiied, 

b oiur8f» ; it is oiur chain and acouKg*, 

irk dangeon, where cenfii^ we lie, 405 

ited by the sordid ban of sense, 

eot of eternity ahnt oat ; 

for execution^ «e'er set free. 

rror in ambition justly charged, 

Lorenzo wiser in bis; wealth ? . 410 

by rental I reform, and draw 

tory sew to set thee right ? ^ 

ly true treasure ? Gold says, ' Not in me :* 

>t in me/ the Diamond. Gold is poor ;. 

solvent : seek il in, thyself; 415 

by nak<Ki self, ai|d find it there ; 

ao d0aceBde4s fofm*d, endow'd ; 

, sky-i^ded, sfcy-returni^g rac^ 1 

imortal, rational, divina ! 

, whioh kiheiit earth and heavesf : 490 

i varioos rieh^s Nature yields ' 

r ! give tiM riches they enjoy ; 

e to #uit», and haFmony to groves ; 

lant beams to gold, and gold's bright aire ; 

at onoe, the landscape of the world, 4195 

I isAet, which a grain might elose> 

create the wondrous world they see. 

)s, as our reason, are divine. 

le magic organ's powerful charm, 

re a rude uncolour'd chaos still. ^ 430 

re but the' occasion, ours the exploit ; 

le cloth, tho pencil, and the paint, 

aturo's admirable picture draws, 

ti^Eos Creation's ample dome. 

;on's l^vo, when gazing on tha lake, 435 

cs tho BftotciiieBs image man admires. 

, sba]] man, hia thoughts all aani i^t<^«4i 

vondora ia himself forgot, _ 

itiwi irastc on objoota roiind, 
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When Heayen makes him the sotil of all he ieei? * 
Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is roan. 

What wealth in senses such as these ! what weal 
In fancy, fired to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys ! in Memory's firm record, 
Which, should it perish, could this world recal ' 
From the dark shadows of o'erwhelming years ! 
In colours fresh, originally bright. 
Preserve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that sovereign power ! 
Which sense and fancy summons to the bar : * 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the mass those underlings import, 
From their materials sifted and refined, 
And in Truth's balance accurately weigh'd. 
Forms art and science, government and law, 
The solid basis, and the beauteous fVame, 
The vitals, and the grace of civil life ! 
And manners (sad exception !) set aside, 
Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy fair 
Of his idea, whose indulgent thought 
Long, long ere Chaos teem'd, plann'd bUman bliss. 

What wealth in souls that soar, ^ive, range aron 
Disdaining limit or from place or time ; 
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear 
The' Almighty Fiat, and the trumpet's sound V 
Bold, on Creation's outside walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er shall be ; 
Commanding with omnipotence of thought, 
Creations new, in Fancy's field to rise ! 
Souls that can grasp whate'er the' Almighty made, 
And wander wild through things impossible I 
What wealth in faculties of endless growth, 
In quenchless passions violent to crave, 
In liberty to choose, in power to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches dee l) 
Duration to porpetuate — boundless \A\ft%\ 
Aakm^ou what powex resides m €^e>A« tcvsn^ 
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)liS8 to gain ? Id Virtue's then, imknowh ? 
I ! our present peace, our future prize, 
unprecarious, natural estate, 480 

veable at will, in virtue lies ; 
lUre sure,, its income is divine., 
h built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ' 
)ed new wants, and beggar us the more ; 
make a richer scramble for the throng ? 485 
18 this feeble pulse, which leaps so long, 
t by miracle, is tired with play, 
ubbish, from disploding engines thrown, 
tagazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
^erse ; fly to forei^^ners, to foes ; 490 

lasters court, and call the former fool, 
justly !) for dependence on their stay, 
scatter, first, our playthings ! then, our dust. 
b court abundance for the sake of peace ? 
, and lament thy self-defeated scheme. *^ 495 
) enable to be richer still, 
cher still what morfal can resist ? 
W^ealth (a cruel task- master !) enjoins 
oils, succeeding toils, an endless train ! '* 

lurders Peace, which taught it first to shine^ 500 
3or are half as wretched as the richj 
) proud and-painfttl privilege it is 
',e to bear a double Imd of woe, 
I the stings of env/ and of want, ' 
reous want !- both Indies cannot cure. 506 

smpetence is vital to Content ; 
wealth is corpulence, if not disease : 
>r encumber'd, is our happiness, 
ipetence is all we can enjoy, 
jontent, whore Heaven can give no more •■ 510 
like a flash of water from a lock, 
ens our spirit*s movement for an houp, 
•on its force is spent ; nor nee oui ^orf « 
our native temper's commou sltevca^ 
OlBappointment lurks in ©vety ipmo^ • ^^ 
in flowers, and rtin|^« us w\lVi m\x^itt««*» 
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ThA riek mn^ who demos it, pfoudly tdlgaM^ 
Nor knows tike wiee e^e fnvf to tke lie. 
lliich learning shows 2iow tittle mortals Imow; 
Much wealth, how Httle worldlings can e^joy : 
At best it babies us with endless toys, 
And kefsps us children till we drop to dust^^ 
As monkoTS at a mirror stand amazed, 
They fail to find what they so plainly see : 
Thus men, in shiinng riches, see the face 
Of Happiness, nor know it is a shade y 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep sgun. 
And wish, and wonder it is absent still. 

How few can rescue opulence firora want I 
Who lives to nature rarely can be poor ; 
Who lives to fanby never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt ; the man of gold, 
in debt to Fortune, trembles at her power : 
Tlie Mul of reason smiles at her and death. 
O what a patrimony this ! -a being . 
Of such inhersnt strength and majesty, 
Not worlds possessed can raisa^it ; worlds destroyed 
' €^*t injure ; which holds on its glorious course, 
IR^en thine, O Nsture ! ends : too hless'd to moor 
Creation^s obsequies. What treasors this ! i 

The monarch is a beggMr to the man. 

Immortal ! ages pass'd, yet nothing .goas! 
Mom without eve ! & ^rsee withont i^^oal i 
UoShorten'<d hy pre^p^taimk infiait« * 
Futurity for ever future ! li& 1 

Beginning stiU where cbmpiitatioa ends ! 
'Tis the description ^a deity ! 
Tis the description of the msaaast dave ! 
The meanest mWfe dares then Itoreneo scorn ? 
The meanest slave thy sovereign glory sharcNk i 
Proud youth ! festidious of the lower world ! 
Man 'b JamM ptidfi inaludes humility ; 
StoopB to tkm lowest ', is too gxaiX to W^ 

^tiferiorB; 9II immortal I brollMseaI\.\ 

-'Vapriolowi «(«rinfl of thy \ov% \ 
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Ifijinortal ! what can strike the sense eo stroi^v 
«^ this the sfyol ? it thunders to the thought, 
Reaspn emwesj gratitude overwhelms : 
No more we slumber on the brink of F^ite , 
RoQsed at the sound, the* exulting soul ascends 560 
And'breathes her native air, an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires 4 
Qaick kindle;? all that is divine within us, 
Nor leaves one Iditefmg thought beneath th^ 0t«i«. 

Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flamd ? 565 
Immortal 1 Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ! how would thrones adore ! 
Because 'tis <»»mo>oto, is the blessing lost ? 
How this ties up the bountebus hand of Heavea ! 
O vaiB, vain, vain, all else ! Eternity ! 670 

A glorious and a needful refuge that, 
From vile imprisoRment in abject views. 
*Ti8 Lnmortality, 'tis that alone, ^ 

Anud life's pains, abasements, emptinesSy 
The soul can comfort, elevate, and fill: 596 

That only, and that amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above life's plfms, her joys above ; 
Their terror those, and these their lustre lose ; 
Eternity depending covers all ; 
Eternity^ depending all achieves ; 580 

Sets earth at distance ; casts her into shades ; 
Blends her tlistinctioils ; abrogates her powers ; 
The low, the lofty, joyo«e, ahd sevefe, 
Fortune's dread frowns bnd fasdnating sitttles, 
Make one promiscttous and neglected heap, €85 

The man beneath ; if I may call him mail, 
Whom Immortality's fbll force inspires* 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought ; 
Sons shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard, 
By minds quite cbnscidns of their high descesit, 500 
Their preset province, and their fvitavft ^\m% 
IMvinsJf darting uptvard w^ry wifliEi, 
Warm on the wing, in gloriotn a\Nweio% \X^i*.\ 

n 
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Doubt you this truth? why labours your belief? 
If earih's whole orb, by some due-distant eye 595 
Were seen at once, her towering Alps would sinlc, 
And levePd Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earth) and all that earthly minds admire, 
Is swallow'd in Eternity's vast round. j 

To that stupendous view, when souls awake, €00 | 
So large of late, so mountainous to man, 
Time's toys subside, and equal all below. 

Enthusiastic this ? — ^then all are weak 
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd, or martyrs ne'er had bled: 605 
And all may do what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 
Boundless, interminable joys can weigh 
Unraptured, linexalted, uninflamed .' 
What slave unblessed, who irom to-morrow's dawn 610 
Expec^ an empire ? he forgets his chain. 
And, throned in thought, his absent sceptre waveft 
And what a sceptre waits us ? what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute^ 
Or comprehend her high prero^tives, 615 

In this her dark minority, how toils, 
How vainly pants, the haman soul divine ! 
Too great the bounty seems for earthly joy : 
What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss ? 

In spite of all the truths the Muse has sung, 
, Ne'er to be prized enough ! enough revolved ! 
Are there who wrap the world so close about them. 
They see no farther than the clouds, and dance 
On heedless Vanity's fantastic too, 
Till, stumbling at a straw, in their career, • 635 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dancai^id song? 
Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it possible ^ 
Are there on earth (let me noty;all them m6tt) 
Who lodge a soul immortal in their breasts, 
UnconBciouB aa the mountain, o? \\tt ox^, ^ 

Or rock of its inestimable gem? 
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rocks shall melt, and mountains vanish, these 
jiow their treasare ; treasure them no more, 
there (still more amazing !) who resist 
iing thought ? who smother, in its birth, 635 
orious truth ? who struggle to,be brutes ! 
lirough this bosom-barrier burst their way, 
riih reversed ambition, strive to sink ? 
ibour downwards through the' opposing powers 
inct, reason, and the world against them, 640 
cnal hopes, and shelter in the shock 
less night ? night darker than the grave's ^ 
ght the proofs of Immortality ? 
lorrid zeal, and execrable arts, 
all their engines, level their black fires, 645 
t from man this attribute divine, 
vital blood far dearer to the wise) 
emers and rank atheists to themselves ? 
contradict them, see all Nature rise ! ^ 
object, what event, the moonbeneath, 65C 

gues, or endears, an afler-scene ? 
«on proves, or ifeds it to desire ? 
ngs proclaim it needful ; some advance 
recious step beyond,, and prove it sure, 
isand arguments swarm round my pen, 655 

Heaven, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 
ture, as her common habit, worn ; 
issing Providence, a truth to teach, 
I truth untaught, all other truths were vain, 
u ! whose all-providential eye surveys, 660 

9 hand directs, whose spirit fills and warms 
on, and holds empire far beyond ' 
ty 's Inhabitant august ! 
9 eternities, amazing Lord ! 
asfl'd, ere man's or angel's had begun ; 665 

while I rescue from the foe's asBOJoK 
loriouB immortality in man *, 
le for ever, and for all, of ^veigVA^ 
lent, infinite ! but rolish'd mo«\. 
9 who Jove tbe9 most, -w^t^ mo%\. ^^«^ 
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9«tiire, thy daughter, evex-chaiigiiig birth 
Of thee the great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wiadom ; is liis oracle supreme ; 
And he who most consults her is most wise. 
Lorenzo ! to this heavenly Delphos haste, 07& q 

tnd come back all immortal, all divine. ' ^ 

ook Nature through, 'tis revolution all ; 
All change, no death : day follows night, and night 
The dying day : stars rise, and set, and rise : 
Earth takes the' example. See, the Summer gay, 680 
With her green chaplet and ambrosial flowers. 
Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter gray, 
Horrid with frost, and turbulent with storm, 
Blows Autumn and his golden fruits away, 
Then melts into the Spring : soft Spring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm, chambers of the south, ^ 
Recals the first. All, to reflourish, fades : 
As in a wheel, all sinks^ to reascend : 
Emblems of man, who passes, not ezpir-es. 

With this minute distinction, emblems just, 690 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal : that a circle, this a line : ^ 
That gravitates, this soars. The* aspiring Sou], 
Ardent and tremulous, like flame, ascends, 
" Zeal and humility her wings, to Heaven. 695 

The world of matter, with its various forms» 
All dies into new life. Life born from Death 
Rolls the vast masSj and shall for ever roll. 
No single atom, once in being, lost. 
With change of counsel charges the Most High. TOO 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? and shall spirit die ? 
Above the nobler shalji less noble rise ? « • 

Shall man alone, for whom all else revives, 
No resurrection know ? shall man alone, 706. 

Imperial man ? be sown in barren ground, 
LesB pjjvileged tlian grain on wlucVv^ve {«(&^%t 
Is man, in whom alone is power to. priia 
^Jte blise of being, or, with prev\o\jLS ^;im, 
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iod, by the spleen of Fate, 710 

d Death's single iinredeem'd ? 
ivolution speaks aloud 
n, h«ar her louder still, 
irough, 'tis neat gradation all. 
e degrees her scale ascends ! 715 

iture join'd at each extreme ; 
t join'd, to that beneath. 
1 reciprocally shot. 

What love of union reigns! 
natter waits a call to life ; 720 

eath, join there : here life and sense, 
la reason steals a glimmering ray ; 
)ut in man. But how pr'eserved 
oken upward, to the realms 
life ? those realms of bliss, 725 

ath no dominion ? Grant a make 
If immortal ; earthy part, 
(al : grant the soul of man 
lan the series ends. 

s gap ; connexion is no more ; 730 
1 halts ; her*next step wants support ; 
lb, she tumbles from her scheme, 
ogy pronounced so true'; 
s surest guide below. 
S^ature calls on thy belief; 735 

zo, careless of the call,' 
a on all Nature charge, 
•late his league with Death ? 
eason, rather than renounce 
}d, and run the risk of Heaven ? 740 
ty to deathless souls ! 
3 the majesty of man ! 
al ! hear the lofty style : 
the' Almighty Will be done, 
ve, yon ponderous oiVia ^^^CiCtA.^ 1NS> 
to dust. The 80\i\ la s^fe •, 
es ; mounts above IVve vht^^* 
11 • 
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Ai towering flams from Nalure'a funeral pyit : 
O'er devastotion, oa b. gainer, smiles ; 
His chartei his inviolable rights, JSi 

Well pisued to ]«D.rn iiom Thunder 's-impoteace, 
Death's pointleai ibute, and Hell's defeated bIoibu.' 

Bat these cliimerae touch not thee, Lorenzol 
The glories of the world thy sevenfold shield. , 
Other ambition than of crowns in air, IS 

Ani^ mipB rlimBry-felicities , 
Th; boKDi warnu. I'll coolit, if I can; 
And tarn those glories that enchant, afomat thee. 
What tie* thee to this liie proclumi th* next. 
If wise, the cauee that wounds thee is thy care. TliO 

Come, my Ambitioui ! let us raonnt togetl^r, 
(To monnt Loienio never can refuse !) 
And tiom the clouds, where Pride deUghts to dwell. 
Look down on E^rth. — Wha'. seest thou? wondiooc 

things • 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the afciBs, TiS 

IVhat lengths of labour'd lands ; what loaded seas '. 
Loaded by man for pleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into ecrvice brought. 
His art acknowlsdge, and promote his ends. 
Nnr can the' eternal roeks his will wilUstand ; 770 

What level'd mountains ! and what lifted vales ! 
O'er vales and mountains sumptuous ciltss swell. 
And gild our landscape with their glittering spires. 
Some mid the wondering waves majestic rise, • 

And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 775 

Far greater alill ; (what cannot mortal might ?) 
Sea, wide dominions ravish'd from the deep I 
The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. > 

Or southward turn, to delicate and grand, 
The finer arts there lipen in the Sun. 799 

How the tall temples, as to meet their goia, 
AsMDd the akles ! the proud triumphal arch 

aboWM ,M fiairimiiiiBn liDT<Itiil\> Mm .TniAlkVltnA 
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Whole rivers there, laid by in basons, sleep. 765 

Here plains turn oceans ; there vast oceans join, 
Through kingdoms cfaannerd deep iromflhooe to shore, 
And changed Creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breast for fbrmidable soenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upon the sword ? 790 
See ^Ids in blood ; hear naval thunders rise ; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. 
How JOB enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid^sea, fturious waves ! their roar amidst 
Ontsp—ks tke Deity, and says, ' O Main ! 795 

Thus far, mat farther ; new restraints obey.' 
•Earth's dwombiiwerd \ measured are the skies ! 
fitars e|e detected in their deep reoess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquished Nature yields ! 
l9er secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 860 

What monument of genius, spirit, power ! 

And now, Lorenzo ! raptured at this scene, 
\¥hose glories render heaven superflaous ! say, 
Whose footsteps these ? — ^Immortals have been here 
-Could less than seals immortal thia have done ? ^ 806 
Earth's cov«r'd o'er with proofs of souls immortal, 
And proofs of Iinmortalitv forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confess 
These are Ambition's works ; and these are grf at : 
But this, the least immortal souls can do, -810 

Transcends them all. — But what can these transcend ? 
Dost ask me what ? — one sigh for the distressed. 
What then for infidels ? a deeper sigh. 
'Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man ! 
How little they, who think aught great below ! 815 
All our ambitions Death defeats hut one. 
And that it crowms. — ^Here oease we ; but ere Icmgy 
More powerfiil proof shall take the -field agaiiMt thM| 
Stronger thaa dMth, and jmiUng at the tomb. 
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at war with the manners of France. A land of 1 
of guilt, A serious mind is the native soil ol 
and the single ohar^icter that does true hononi 
The soul's immortality has been the favourite tj 
serious of all ages. Nor is it strange : it is a s 
the most interesting and imp<Mtant that can enti 
man. Of highest snoinent this subject always 
•ways will be : yet th^ its highest moment seer 
increase at this day ; a sort of occasional impor 
added to the natural weight of it, if that opinio] 
vsmced in the Preface W the preceding Night 1 
there supposed thai all our Infidels (whatevei 
ai^utrietii's sake, and to keep themselves in coui 
patronize) are betrayed into their deplorable c 
doubt of their immortality at the bottom : and tl 
sider this point, the more I am persuaded of tb 
opinion. Though the distrust of a futurity is a 
yet it > an error into which bad men may naf 
tr^sed ; ibr it is impossible to bid defiance to 1^ 
out some refuge in imagination; some presuni|||l 
And what presumption is there ? there are biAJ 
but two within the compass of human thouglit;. 
— That either God will not or cannot punisi^ 
the divine attributes^ the first is too gross to b6i 
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«tt tlie oUier, they catch at this reed, they lay hold on thit 
ciniiiera, to save themselves from the shock and horror of an 
immediate and absolute deqiair. 

On reviewing my subject, by the light which this aigumeBl, 
Bad others of like tendency, t^irew upon it, I was nH>re inclined 
than ever to pursue it, as it appeannt to me to strike directly 
St the main root qf all our infidelity. In the following pages 
His, accordingly, pursued at large, and some arguments for im- 
mortality, new at least to nie,. are ventured on in them. There, 
als(3, the writer has made-an attempt to set the gross absurdi- 
tiei and horrors of annihilation in a fuller and more afibctij^ 
view than is (I think) to be met with elsewhere. 

The geatteinen for- whose sake this attempt was^ chiefly 
made, profess great admiration for the wisdom of heathen 
aniiquky : what pity it is they are not sincere ! If they were 
sincere, how would it mortify, them to consider >vitli what con- 
tempt and abhorrence their notion.s. would have been received 
by those whom, they so much admire. What degree of con- 
tempt and abhorrence would fall to their share, may be con- 
jectured by the following matter of ^ fact (in my opinion,) 
extremely memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, Socrates 
(it is well known) was the nM>st guarded, dispassionate, and 
composed ; yet this great master of temper was angry, and " 
angry at his last hour ; and angry with his fHend ; and angty 
ibr what deseired acknowledgment ; angry for a r%ht and 
tender instance o^ true friendship towards him. Is net this 
surprising ? what could be the cause 7->The cause W8» for 
hi» honour : It was a tmly noble, though, perhaps, a too pmic- 
tilioqs regard for knawrtaUty : for his frieiid asking faim, with 
sack All aflhctionate concern aa beeame a friend^ ' Wfaer* 1m 
should deposit his remains V it was resented by Socrates, as 
haplyiog a dishonourable si^iposition, that be coukl be so mean 
as u> have regard for any tUng, even m himself, that was not 
immortal. 

This fact, well considered, would make our infidels with- 
draw their admiration from Socrates, or make them endea- 
vonVf by their imitation of his illustrious example, to share his 
gkay ; and consequently, it would incline them to peruse the 
following with candour and impartiality : which is allld«s^s«^^ 
and that, for their sakes : for I am ]5ersviaidcA>\\«\^xi\SB:^'wS^-" 
i/ced Ja/ideJ must, necessarily, receive ftomft ^<^v^i*a^'<^'*^^ 
•n/ressions from them. 
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In the tMfUi Night, arguments were drawn from Natwe in pnoT 
of Imia\ 1 Mlity : hero, others are drawn from Man ; from bis li>- 
content , itom his passions and powers ; from the gradual grovth 
of reasot , from his fear ofdoath; from the nature of hope, and 
of virtue^ from knowledge and love, as being the most esMntitl 
properties of the soul; from the order of creation; from the aa- 
tore of ambition, avarice, pleasure. — A digression on the gttn- 
deur of the passions. — ^Immortality alone renders our preieat 
Rtate intelligible.-^An objection from the Stoics' disbelief of Im* 
mortality answered. — Endless questions unresolvable, but od 
supposition of our immortality. — ^The natural, most melaacb(dy» 
and pathetic complaint of a worthy man,^ under the persussion 
of no futurity. — The gross absurdities and horrors of annihilatioo 

' urged home on Lorenzo. — ^The souPs vast importance ; from 
whence it arises, &c. — ^The difficulty of being an Infidel ; the io- 
fisimy; the cause; and the character of an infidel state. — ^What 
true freO'thinking is ; the necessary punishment of the false.-' 
Man's ruin is from himself.— An Infidel accuses himself of gailt 
mnd hypocrisy, and that of the worst sort ; hie obligations to- 

' Christians : what danger he incurs by virtue; vice reeommeode^ 
to biirt ; his high pretences to virtue and lienevolenco expMed 
—The conclnston, on the nature of faith, reason, and h^ie; tilth 
an apology for this attempt. 
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Hkatkit gives the needful, but neglected call. 

"^at day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts, • 

To wake the soul to sense of future scenM? 

Deaths stand, like Mereuries, in every w^. 

And kindly point us to our journey's end. ' 5 

I*ope, who couldst make immortals \ art thou dead ? 

I give thee joy ; nor will I t^e my fev^ve, 

So soon to follow. Man but dives in death, 

Diyes from the sun, in fairer day to ri^e ; 

The gravp, his subterranean road to bliss. 10 

Tes, infinite indulgence plann'd it so ; 

Through various parts our glorious story runs ; 

Time gives the preface, endless ago unrolls ^ 

The volume (ne'er unroU'd) of human fate. 

This, earth and skies* alr«ady have proclaim'd. 15 
7he world's a prophecy of worlds to come. 
And who, what God foretels (who speaks in things 
Still louder than in words) shall dare deny ^ 
If Nature's arguments appear too weak. 
Tarn a new leaf, and stronger read in man. 90 

If man sleeps on, untaught by what he sees, 
Cm he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whose blind thought futurity denies, 
UoconsciouB bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, 
flit own indictment ; he condemns himself: 25 

Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life ; 
Or Mature there, imposing on her sons, 
Uw written fables : man was m&de «k\v%, 

* 9ee Night lh« 3aiW 
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'Why diacontent for ever harboac'd than ! 
Incur&ble coDaumption of oui pence ! 
Resolve nm why tbe notUger and kii^, 
He whom aea-Boror'd reidnia obey, and he 
Who BtBKlB hU whole dominion from the wllte, 
Repelling winter blsita with niud and straw, 
Diaquieted alike, draw sigh far ei^, 
In fate so diatant, in complaint »a near ? 

Ib it that thinga lorroatrial can't content ? 
Deep in rich jiartnre, will thj flooka oompMn !■ 
Kot Ko ; but to their inagter ia denied 
To share tl^K Sweet aerene. Man, ill at esse 
In thi>, not En own place, this foreign field. 
Where Nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain'd bis oravinga to sutfioe, 
Poor in ahundiniM^ Amish'd at a ieesc, 
Bigba on for something more, wbsn most enjo^'d. 
Is HeaAn then kinder to thy flocka than thes I 
lf«t » ; th; pastine richer, but remote ; 
Id part lemota ; br tbat reraotet part 
Man hle<ala &om instinct, thoogh, perha^, debBBtb 
By sense, hia reaaoB sleeps, nor dreams the caoM. 
The cause how obrieus, when his reason wakes ! 
nil grief is but his grandenr in disguise, 
And discontutt is immortality I 

Bhall sons of Ether, ahall the blood of Heave«, 
Set up their hopes od earth, and striilo here, 
With brutal acqaiegeence in the mire ? 
Lorenzo '. no ; they ahall be notly pain'd : 
The gloiiouB fbieigncrs, disti^aa'd, ahall sigh 
On thrones, and thou congratulate (he nigh. 
Man's misery declares him born for bliss ; 
His aniiouB heart aasorfa the truth 1 sing, 
And gives the ace fit to in his head — the lie. 

Our heads, our hearta,aiir pa^iatts,and oorpow 
Speak the aame Ilingiiagc ; oall UB to the skies : 
faripen'il theab, in thit hrclemtttit c^nce. 
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his land cf triflns those too strong 
3US rise, and tempest Imman Hfe. 
ze on earth can paj ns for the storm ? 
)ct8 for our passions Heaven ordain'dy 19 
hat challenge all their £re, and leave 
)ttt in defect. Blessed Heaven ! avert 
id Brdoor for anhounded bliss ! 
lisB unbounded ! far beneath 
imortal is a mortal joy. 76 

lur powers to* perish immature ; 
feeble efEbrt here, beneath 
ir sun, and in a nobler soil, ^^ 
ited from this sublunar j bed, 
Irish fair, and put forth all their fakom. 80 
I progressive, instinct is complete ; 
tinct leaps ; slow Reason fm^ly elimbe 
on their xenith reach ; their little tU 
at once ; in ages they no mor« 
ow, or do, or covet, or enjoy. #6 

n to live oeeval with the Sun, 
iarob-pupil would be learning still, 
g, leave his lesson half-unleam'd. 
sh in advance, as if the Sun 
it ere nctdn; in eastern oceans drown'd ; 90 * 
h dim, illustrious to compare, 
's meridian with the soul of man. 
jrhy, stepdame Nature I so severe .' 
3wn aside thy masterpiece half-wrought, 
saner efforts thy last hand ei^oy ? 96 

irtiirely, poor man must jdie, 
li what reach he might, why die in dread ? 
sed with foresight ? wise to misery ? 
ITS proud prerogative the prey ? 
preeminent in tank than pain ? 100 

ntalitf alone can tell ; 
le fund to balance ail amiss, 
the wcaJein favour of the ^aftW 
wrliJity tUme can 8o>« 
12 



That wish accompUah'd, why the gn 
Because in the great future buried d 
Beyond ou^jpins of empire and rem 
Lies all that laan with ardour should 
And He who made him bent him to 1 

Man*8 heart the' Almighty to the 1 
By secret and inviolable springs ; 
And m^es his hope his sublunary jc 
Man's heart eats idl things, and is hi 
' More, more !' the glutton cries : foi 
So rages appetite ; if man can't mou 
He will descend. He starves on the 
Hence, the world's master, from Am 
In Caprea plunged, and dived bencat 
' In that rank sty why wallow'd Empi) 
Supreme ? — Because he could no hig 
His riot was Ambttion in despair. 

Old Rome consulted birds : Lorens 
With more success the flight of Hop< 
Of restless Hope for ever on the win{ 
High perch'd o'er every thought that 
To fly at all that rises in her sight : 
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ue self-intereBt pursued ; 

lelf-interest of quite mortal man .* 

th all that makes him happy here. - 145 

ometimes) is our friend on earth, 

s virtue ; 'tis our sovereign good. 

Luse is virtue's golden prize ? 

ause attends it on thy scheme 

f-applause ? from conscience of the right ; 

i right, but means of happiness ? 151 

f happiness when virtue yields > 

iailing falls the building too, 

ruin every virtuous joy. 
1 guardian of a blameless heart, 155 

BTed, so long reputed wise, 
th rank knight-errantries o'errun. 
thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
)sura, laudablo and great ? 
mterprise, and glorious death ? 160 

country ? — ^thou romantic fool ! 

the plank thyself, and let her sink.** 
y ! what to thee ? — the Godhead, what ! 
th awe !) though He should bid thee bleed ? 

blood, thy final hope is spilt ? 165 

mipotence reward the blow : 
•eserve thy being ; disobey, 
disobedience. Know, Lorenzo ! 
le* Almighty's subsequent command, 
nmand is this: — ^ Man, love thyself.' 170 
B free agents are not free. 
) the basis, bliss the prize ; 
sts existence, 'tis a crime ; 
on of our law supreme ; 
le ; though nations, which consult 175 

at thy expense, resound applause, 
•tue's recompense is doubtful here^ 

wholly ; well may "w© dextvaxA 
I BufTer^d to be good, m "y^va'. 
ocd in vain. 18 n\an> cY\^o\xV ^\ ^ 
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Why to b« good ia T«in it man betrayed f 
Betrayed Vy traiton lodged in his own braait, 
Bjf tweet complacencies fir<Nn virtue ielt ? 
Why whimpers Nature lies on Virtue's past ? 
' Or if blind Instinct (which assumes the name 19S 
Of sacred Conscience) plays the fool in man» 
Why Reason made accomplice in the cheat f 
Why Mre the wisest loudest in h^r praise ? 
Can man by Reason's beam be led astray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 190 

Since virtuMometimes ruins us on earth, 
Or both arerrue, or man survives the grave. 

Or man survives the grave ; or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boast supreme a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit, cowards are thy scorn : 19^ 
Grant man immortal, and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, ^. 
Dares rush on death — ^because he cannot die 1 
But if man loses all when life is lost, 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 200 

A daring Infidel (and such there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 
Or pure heroical defect of thought) 
Of all earth's madmen most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renowned 205 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love, 
And all we praise ; for worth, whose noontide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher style, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal-powers ; 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 810 

Goes out in stench, and rottenness the close ? 
Why was he wise to know, and warm to praise, 
And strenuous to transcribe, in human life. 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be that Fate, 
Just when the lineaments began to shine, dlS 

And dawn the Deity, ahouVd BnalcVi iK^ dca»(^htt 
With night eternal blot it out, aitd. gvvft 
TAe $kiea aiarra, lest angela loo iivvjj;\v\. ^\^^ 
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unan souls why not angelic too, 
-uish'd ; and a solitary God, 290 

hastly ruin frowning from his throne ? 
ve this moment gaze on God in man, 
3zt lose man for ever in the dost ? 
iust we disengage, or man mistakes ; 
lere, where l^st his judgment fears a flaw. 225 
m and worth how boldly he commends ! 
m and worth are sacred names ; revered 
I not embraced ; applauded ! deified ! 
lot compassion*d too ? if spirits die, 
re calamities, inflicted both 230 

ke us but more wretched. Wisdom's eye 
for what f to spy more miseries ; 
orth, so recompensed, new points their stings, 
n surmounts the grave, or gain is loss, 
orth exalted humbles us the more. 235 

^ilt not patronize a scheme that makes 
less and vice the refuge of mankind. 
B virtue, then, no joys .'" — Yes, joys dear bought- 
e*er so long in this imperfect state, 
and vice are at eternal war. 240 

's a combat ; and who flghts for nought, 
precarious, or for small reward ? 
Virtue's self-reward so loud resound, 
take degrees angelic here below, 
jrtue, while they compliment, betray, 245 

ble motives and mifaithful guards, 
'own, the' unfading crown, her soul inspires ; 
at and that alone can countervail 
>dy'8 treacheries and the world's assaults. 
:th's poor pay our famish'd virtue dies ; 250 
incontestable ! in spite of all 
le has preach 'd, or a Voltaire believed, 
laa the more we dive, the moie "we «fc^ 
Ts signet stamping an immoilaX txvxsSra. 
the bottom of his soul , the \ia,so ^ 

7/r nil whtit find we > Vnow\edi^,\<i^*^- 
12^ 



As a mock di^deni) in siV4j8*l(8ft,' 

Rank insult of our pompous poverty, 
Which reaps but pain from seeming c 
- In future age lies no redress ? and sht 
Eternity the door on our complaint ? 
If so, for what strange ends were mori 
The worst to wallow, and the best to ^ 
The man who merits most must most 
Can wo conceive a disregard in Heav4 
What the worst perpetrate, or best en< 
This cannot be. To love and know 
Id boundless appetite and boundless pc 
And these demonstrate boundless obje 
Objects, powers, appetites, Hieaven su: 
Nor, Nature through, e'er violates this 
Eternal concord on her tuneful string. 
Is man the sole exception from her lai 
Eternity struck off from human hopoj 
(I speak with truth, but veneratiou tpl 
Man is a monster, the reproach of Hi 
A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud j 
On Nature's beauteous aspect, and mj 
.wvu ^Araaziiur blot I'i deforms her with M 
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'■dj and erer full, and unimbitter'd . S96 

mbts, SatLTSf fruitless hopes, regrets, despairt, 

d's peculiar ! Reaaon'e^ preeione dower ! 

ign clime they ransack for their rebee, 

thers cite to the litigious bar ; 

ood is good entire, unmix'd, unmtrr'd; 300 

id a paradise in every held, 

i;h8 forbidden where no curses hang * 

I no more than strikes tiie senae,. unstxeitehM 

ious dread, or murmur in the rear : 

lie worst comes, it comes unfear*d ; one ttifefea 

ind ends their woe : they die but once ; 306 

incommunicable privilege ! for whitk 

lan, who rules the globe and reade the atert, 

»her or hero, sighs in vain. 

mt for this prerogative in brutesi 310 

no glimpse of day, to solve the knot, 

it beams on it from Eternity. 

nd sweet solution '. that imties 

icult, and soflens the severe ; 

id on Nature's beauteous face dispels ; S15 

I bright order ; casts the brute beneath, 

ithrones us in supremacy 

j'en.here. Admit immortal life, 

,ue is knight-errantry no more ; 

tue brings in hand a golden dower, SSO 

er in reversion : Hope exults, 

ugh much bitter in our cup is throwBj 

nates, and gives the taste of Heav«&. 

)fo're is the Deity so kind ? 

ling beyond astonishment ! , 801 

our reward — ^for heaven enjoy*d below. . 

insubdued thy stubborn heart P— >for thec*^ 

tor lurks who doubts the truth I sing - 

is guiltless ; Will alone rebels.-^ 

I that gtubbom heart, i£ 1 shou\^ ^bmI *(I^ 

expected witnesaes agaiuat \a«%^ 
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Ca&st thou Buspdet that these, which make the fouI 
The jlave of earth, should own her heir of Heaven P 
Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 335 
Our immortality should prove it sure ? 

First, then. Ambition summon to the bar. 
Ambition's vhame, extravagance, disgust) 
And inextinguishable nature, speak: 
Each much deposes ; hear them in their turn. 340 

The Boul, how passionately fond of tame ! 
How anxious that fond passion to conceal ! 
We Uush, detected in designs on praise, 
Though for best deeds, and from the best of men ; 
And why«? because immortal. Art divine 84$ 

Has made the body tutor to the soul ; 
Heaven kindly gives our blood a moral flow. 
Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim. 
Which stoops to court a character from man > ^ 
-While o'er us, in tremendous judgment, sit 
Far more than man, with endless praise and blanie« 

Ambition's boundless appetite outspeaks 
* The verdict of its shame. When souls take fire 
At high presumptions of their own desert, 355 

One age is poor applause : the mighty shout) 
The thunder by the living few begun, 
Late, Time mtist echo, worlds unborn resound. 
We wish our names eternally to live ; 
Wild dream ! which ne'er had haunted human thought, 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 361 

Instinct points out an interest in hereafter, 
But our blind reason sees not where it lies. 
'Or, seeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fasneis the shade of Immortality, ^ 

. And in itself a shadow > soon as caught 
Contemn'd, it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 
Oonsult ikt* ambitious, 'tis Am^A\.\oti'a cvkx^ 
^Aadia this all ?' cried CcMat, a.\. Yi\s W\\^t, 
Bi9gu9t9d. Thfs third ptocC ATOV\\\<m>OTw^ 
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orUlity. Tbe first m fiune, 
i hhn sear, your enry will ajbato : 
i at the dUpropertion nut b^weea 
wioQ and the purchava, ha will mgh 

lucceoi, and blash at his renown. STB 

y ? because far richer prise invites 
rt ; far more illustrious glory calls ; 
in whispers, yot the deafest hear, 
tan Ambition a fourth proof supply f 
ind stronger than the former three ; 38C 

,e o*erlook'd by some reputed wise. 

disappointments in ambition*pain, 
ugh success disgusts, yet still, Lorenzo ! 
we stri^ to pluck it from our hearts, ^ 

ire planted for the noblest ends. 386 

the famed advice to Pyrrhus given, 
aised than ponder 'd ; specious, but unsottod : 
:hat hero's sword the world had quell'd, 
nson his ambition. Man must soar ; 
nate activity within, 390 

ipressive spring, will tosa him up 
of Fortune's load. Not kinga alone, « 

lager has his ambition too : 
n prouder than hia fettered slaves 
uild their little Baby Ions of straw, 905 

» proud Assyrian in their hearts, 
, — * Behold tne wonders of my might !' 
Y f because immortal as their lord ; 
ts immortal must for ever heave 
thing great ; the glitter or the gold ; 400 

Lse of mortals, or the praise of Heaven ! 
iSolutely vain is human praise, 
aman is supported by divine, 
duee Lorenzo to himself; 
I and Pride (bad masters !) share our hearts. 4\)6 
of pleasure is ordain'd to guaid. 
' our bodioB, and extend owx iq^cq ', 
ofprsLta^ ia planted to ptotfid 
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And ^(Opagate— the glories of the tnind ! 
l¥hat is it, but the love of praise, inspires, 
Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts, 
Earth's happiness ? from that the delicate, 
The grand,*the marvellous, of civil life, 
Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 
The basis on which love of glory builds. 
Nor is thy life, O Virtue ! less in debt 
To praise, thy secret stimulating friend. 
Were men, not proud, what merit should we mic 
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 

•^ Praise is the salt that seasons right to man^ 
And whets his appetite for moral good. 
Thirst of applause is Virtue's second jjpard, 
Reason her first ; but Reason wants an aid r 
Our private Reason is a flatterer ; 
Thirst of applause calls public judgment in 
To poise our own, to keep an even scale, 
And give endangered Virtue fairer play. 
Here a fif^h proof arises, stronger still. 
Why this so nice construction of our hearts ? 

^These delicate moralities of sense. 
This constitutional reserve of aid 
To succour Virtue when our Reason fails; 
If Virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
And oft the mark of injuries on e^rth, 
When laboured' to maturity (its bill 
Of disciplines and pains unpaid) must die ? 
Why freighted rich to dash against a rock ^ 
Were man to perish when most fit to live, 
O how mispcnt were all these stratagems. 
By skill divine inwoven in pur frame * 
Where are^ Heaven's holiness and mercy fled f 
Laughs Heaven, at once, at virtue and at man ? 
If not, why that discouraged, thii destroy'd ?— 

Thaa far Ambition : what sa-ya Ataxic* ? 
TJjJB her chief maxim, whifeYi 'ha»\ot\^>o^^i^\XvsB 

^ The witfe bJnd wealthy arc iVv^ isam^ '•--^ 5;tv 
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up treasure with incessant toil, 
lan's province, this his highest praise :. 
rrest end keen Instinct stittgs him on : 
\ that instinct, Reason ! is thy charge ; 450 
e to tell us where true treasure lies * 
son, failing to discharge her trust, - 
} deaf discharging it in vain, 
T follows ; and blind Inihistry, 
r the spur, but stranger to the course, 455 
irse where stakes of more than gold ar« won) 
ng with the cares of distant age 
d spirits of the present hour, 
for an eternity below. 

shalt not covet/ is a wise commsadf 4d9 
ided to the wealth the Sun siurveys^ 
ther, the command stands quite reverte^y 
rice is a virtue most divine, 
a refuge for our happiness ?— • \ 

e ; and is it not for reason too ? • . 46i 

this world unriddles but the nest* ' 
inextinguishable thirst of gain ? 
iztinguishaJble life in man : . :* 

lot meant, by worth, to teach the ikiei, 
ted wing to fly so far in guih. 470 

pes, I grant, ambition, avarice } 
their root is immortality : 
I wild growths, so bitter and so baM, 
i reproach !) religion can reclaim, 
zalt, throw down their poisonous le#f 475 
:e them sparkle in the bowl of bliss, 
le third witness laughs at bliss remote) 
)]y promises an Eden here : 
e shall speak ibr once, though prono to lio, 
on cheat, and Pleasure is her namo. 4^ 

ure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
ir her now, jxow first thy TMlfiVai.^. 
Voiti/e 0«di9 ui Diet mif>tt fosi^^i^t V^'^^ 
€S9, (whence hyi^oexilin Vn ^«5 \ 
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Mtkeri of mirth ! artifieers of smUes i) 4^ 

Why should the joy moit poighant sense affoids 
Bturn us with hlushes, and rebake our pride ?— 
Those heaven-born blushes tell us man desoenib, 
E'en in the zenith of his oarthly bliss : 
Should Reason take her infidel repose, 4S 

This honest instinct speaks our lineage high ; 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Onr rapturous reia;6ion to the stalls. 
Otir glory eoTers us with noble ^ame, 
And he that's uneonfonnded is unmanned. 49t 

The man that blushes is not^quite n brute. 
Thus £ax with thee, J jorenzo ! will I Oloee,— 
ItMumre ic good, and man for pleasure made ; 
' But pleasure, full of glory as of joy ;- 
Pleafnte) which neither blushes nor expires. 
TEm witnesses are heard, the cause is o*er ; 
Let Conscience ffle tiie sentence in her court : 
De^r than deeds that half a realm conyey, 
Thuiy seal'd by TVuth, Uie' authentic record runs. 

* Know all ; klK»w, Infidels,— -unapt to know ! M 
Tk immortality your nature solves ; 
'TIS immortmli^ dec^ihers man. 
And opens all the mysteries of his make * 
Without it, half his instincts are a riddle j 
Without it, all his virtues are a dream : 510 

His very ojAmea attest his dignity ; 
His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and fame, 
Declares him born for blessings infinite. 
What less than infinite makes unabsurd 
Passions, whioh all on earth but more inflames ? 512 
Fierce passions, so mismeasured to this scene, 
Stretched out, like eagles* wings, beyond our nest, 
Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
For earth too large, presage a nobler flight, 
And erideace our titlo to the skie«.' £a( 

Yb ^mdle tfaeolisgiieB of colmet km4\ . . 

WAoMO constitution dictatca to ^o\m ^^xv, 
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ixguments above, below, . 975 

and within, the short result — 
imortal, there's a God in heayen !' 
efore such redundancy ? such waste 
t ? one sets my soul at rest ; 
ii and at hand, and, oh ! — at heart. 960 
ikies, Philander 's life so pain'd, 

pure, that or succeeding scenes 
to give, or ne'er had he been bom ! 

old tale is this !' Lorenzo cries. — 
argument is old ; but truth 985 

pair ; and had not this been truCy 
hadst despised it for its age 
nortal as thy soul, and fable 
J3 thy joys. Be wise, nor make 
rhest blessing vengeance. O be wise ! 990 
curse of immortality ! 
'st thou what it is, or what thou art ? 
1 the' importance of a soul immortal ? 
nidnight glory : worlds on worlds ! 
np ; redouble this amaze ! 995 

d add ; add twice ten thousand more ; 
the whole ; one soul outweighs them ally 
>' astonishing magnificence . 
ent creation poor. 

elieve not me : no man believe ; 1000 
words, but deeds ; and deeds no less 
»f the Supreme, nor his a few . 
I all ; consulted, all proclaim 
aportanco. Tremble at thyself, ■ 
mnipotence has waked so long ; 1005 
uid work'd for ages \ from the birth 

this unbelieving hour, 
ill province of his vast domain 
>ow while I pronounce his name !) 
»d done, and not for this sole end, V^\^ 
lU from death ? The 8o\iVa \u(^\ ^xv:.% 
he conduct of the skies 
14 
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The sours high price is the Creation's key, 
Unlocks its m^teries) and naked lays 
The genuine caUse of every deed divine : 
iThat ia the chain of ages which maintains 
Theilr obvious correspondents, and unites 
Most distant periods in one blessed design : 
That is the mighty hinge on which have turn'd 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The natural, civil, or religious world ; 
The former two, but servants to the third : 
To that their duty done, they both expire, 
Their mass licw-cast, forgot their deeds renown 
And angels ask, ' Where once tbey shone so fail 

To lifl us from this abject, to sublime ; 
This flux, to permanent ; this darkj to day } 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to serene > 
This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious end 
The* Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 
The world Was made, was ruin'd, was restored ', 
Laws ft-om the skies were published, wore r^pea 
On earth kings, kingdoms, rose ; kingS) kingdom 
Famed sages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Through distant ago ', saints travel'd, martyrs b 
By wonders sacred Nature stood ccmtrol'd ; 
The living were translated ; dead were raised ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from Heav 
And, oh ! for this descended lower still : 
Gilt was Heirs gloom ; astonish'd at his guest, 
For one short moment Lucifer adored. 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do less ? — For this 
Thathallow'd page, fools scoff at, was inspired, 
Of all these truths, thrice-venerable code ! 
Deists ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall prostrate, ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than those of Vig\\t,\.\vvs qtv^ \a t&^vTv, 
O what a scene is here \ — ^luowTaoX ^^^\ 
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» the thought ; exert, expand thy soul 
the vast idea ; it denies 
) the name of great. Two warring worldi) 
irope against Afric ! warring worldti, 
e Uian mortal, mounted on the wing ! 1055 
ent wlogs of energy and zeal, 
overing o*cr this little brand of strife, 
tblunary ball. — But strife, for what ? 
r own cause conflicting !_no ; in thine, 
.*8. His single interest blows the flame ; 1060 
) sole staJLe ; his fate the trumpet sounds 
kindles war immortal. How it bums ! 
tuous swarms of deities in arms ; 
force opposing, till the waves run high, 
onpest Nature's universal sphere, 1065 

pposites eternal, steadfast, stern, 
)0s implacable are good and ill , 
A, vain man, would mediate peace between them, 
k not this fiction : * There was war in heaven.' 
Leaven's high crystal mountain, where it hung, 
Imighty's ontstretch'd arm took down his bow, 
ot his indignation at the deep : 
idor*d Hell, and darted all her fires.— 
ems the stake of little moment still ! 
imbers man, who singly caused the storm ? 1075 
5ps. — And art thou shock*d at mysteries ? 
e^test, thou. How dreadful to reflect 
irdour, care, and counsel mortals cause 
ists divine ! how little in their own ! 
tre*er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me ! 
appily this wondrous view supports 1081 

•mer argument ! how strongly strikes 
tal life's full demonstration here ! 
his exertion .? why this strange regard 
Heaven's Omnipotent indulged to man .'— 1085 
se in man the glorious, dreadful power, 
lefy to be pain'd, or blossd ?ot ev^x. 
m gWes importance, s\vc\\a V\ve ^xXt^x 
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An angel, if a creature of a day. 

What would he be ? a trifle of no weight ; 1090 

Or stand or fall, no matter which, he's gone. 

Because immortal; therefore is indulged 

This strange regard of deities to dust. 

Hence Heaven looks down on earth with all her eyes; 

Hence, the soul's mighty moment in her sight ; 1095 

Hence, every soul has partisans above. 

And every thought a critic in the skies : 

Hence clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard) 

And every guard a passion for his charge : 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 1100 

Has held high counsel o'er the fate of man. 

Not have the clouds those gracious counsels hid 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphasis and awe 1105 

He spoke his will, and trembling Nature heard 
He spoke it loud, in thunder, and in storm : 
Witness thou, Sinai 1 whose cloud-cover'd heighti 
And shaken basis, own'd the present God : 
Witness, ye billows ! whose returning tide, 1110 

Breaking the chain that fastened it in air, 
Swept Egypt and her menaces to hell . 
Witness, ye flames 1 the' Assyrian tyrant blew 
To sevenfold rage, as impotent as strong : 
And thou, Earth ! witness, whose expanding jaws 1115 
Closed o'er Presumption's sacrilegious sons :* 
Has not each element, in turn, subscribed 
The soul's high price, and sworn it to the wise ? 
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, strove 
To strike this truth through adamantine man ? 1120 
If not all adamant, Lorenzo ! hear ; 
All is delusion ; Nature is wrapp'd up 
In tenfold night, from Reason's keenest eye : 
There's no consistence, meaning, plan or end. 
Jn aJJ beneath the sun, in all above, 1125 

* Korah, &,c. 
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man can penetrate) or heaven 

ense, inestimable prize ; 

lOthing, or that p^ze is all. — 

each toy be still a match for heaven, 

quivalent for groans below ? 1130 

Id not give a trifle to prevent 

vould give a thousand worlds to core ? 

»f thou hast seen (if thine to sed) 

J, and hiar God, (by Nature's course, 

re's course Contrord) declare for me. 113& 

above proclaim ' immortal man !* 

immortal !' all below resounds, 
's a system of theology, 
le greatest strangers to the schools > 
learn'd ; and sages o'er a plough. 1140 

enzo ! then, imposed on thee 
alternative, or to renounce 
1 and thy sendc, or to believe ? 

is unbelief? 'tis an exploit, 
LS enterprise ; to gain it, man 1145 

through every bar of common sense, 
1 shame, magnanimously wrong ; 
rewards the sturdy combatant 2— 
repentance ; infamy, his crown, 
refore infamy ! — fot want of faith 1100 

steep precipicB of wrong he slides ; 
thing to support him in the right, 
e future wanting is, at least 

every weakness, every guilt, 
; temptation ripens it to birth. 115& 

e's gain invites him to the deed, 
is country sold, his fatlier slain ? 
to pursue our good supreme, 
preme, his only good, is here ! 
ivarice, by the wise disdained, 1160 

i^isdom while mankind are fools, 
1 turfoe tombstone covets a\\*. 
employment, and provide foi «c>w». 
14 " 
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A richer pasture, and a larger range ; 
And sense, by right divine, ascends the throne. 1165 
When Virtue's prize and prq^ect are no moroi 
Virtue no more we think the will of Heaven. 
Would Heaven quite beggar Virtue, if beloved? 

* Has Virtue charms ?' — 1 grant her heavenly fair ; 
But if unportion'd, all will Interest wed, 1170 

Though that otff admiration, this our choice* 
The virtues grow on Immortality ; 
That root destroy 'd they wither and expire. 
A Deity believed will nought avail ; 
Rewards and punishments moke G-od adored, 117$ 
And hopes and fears give Conscience ajl her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the chUd^ 
Virtue with Immortality expires. 
Who tells me he denies his soul immortal. 
Whatever his boast, has told me he's a knave. 1180 
His duty 'tis to loTe himself alone, 
Nor care though mankind perish if he smiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die 
Is dead already; nought but brute survives. 

And are there such ? Such candidates there are 
For more than death ; for utter loss of being ; 1186 
Being, the basis of the Deity ! 
Ask you the cause ? — ^the cause they will not tell j 
Nor need they. Oh, the sorceries of sense ! 
They work this transformation on the soul, 1190 

Dismount her like the serpent at the fall. 
Dismount her from her native wing (which soar'd 
Ere while ethereal heights,) and throw her down 
To lick the dust, and crawl in such a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye FaDen ! 1195 

Fallen from the wings of reason and of hope f 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ! 
Lovers of argument, averse to sense ! 
BeoLaten of liberty I fast bound in uhaina » « 1200 

Zords of the wide creation, and l\\e eWm^iX 



THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 163 

Benseless than the' irrationals you scorn ! 
base than those yon rule ! than those you pity 
ore undone ! O ye most infamous 
Dgs, from superior dignity ! 1205 

st in WOO) from means of boundless bliss ! 
"sed by blessings infinite [ because . 
lighly favoured, most profoundly lost ! 
tley mass of contradiction strong ! 
'e you, too, convinced your souls fly off - 1210 
Illation soft, and die in^air, 
he full flood of evidence against you ? 
coarse drudgeries and sinks of sense, 
Duls have quite worn out the make of Heaven, 
3 new cast, and creatures of your own; 1215 
)Ugh you can deform,, you eaa't destroy : 
Be, not uncreate, is all your power, 
nzo ! this black brotherhood renounce ; 
ice St. Evremond, and read St. Paul, 
>p'd by miracle, by reason winged, 1220 

unting mind made long abode in Heaven* 
frisethinking, unconfined to parts, 
i the soul, on curious travel bent, 
;h all the provinces of human thought ; 
; her flight through the whole sphere of man ; 
vast universe ta make the tour ; 12^ 

1 recess of space and time at home, 
ir with their wonders ; diving deep > 
ie a prince of boundless interests there, 
wt ambitious of the most remote ; 1230 

I on truth unbroken and entire , 
n the system, the full orb ; where truths 
ha enlighten'd and sustain'd, afford 
lilike stTong foundation, to support 
eumbent weight of absolute complete 1235 
tion : here, the more we press, we stand 
rm : who most examino, most believe, 
ike half-sentences, confound *, tbd ^V^Aa 
■8 the BcnBC, and God \% \indetiA,ocA\ 
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Who not in fragments writes to haman race : 1240 

Read his whole volume, sceptic ! then reply. 

« This, this is thinking free, a thought that gra^ 

Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 

Turn up thine eye, surrey this midnight scene \ 

What are earth's kingdoms to yon boundless orbs, 1245 

Of human souls, one day,^ the destined range ? 

And what yon boundless orbs to godlike man f 

Those numerous worlds that throng the firmament, 

And ask more space in Heaven, can roll at large 

In man's capacious thought, and still leave loom 1250 

For ampler orbs, for new creations there. . 

Can such a soul contract itself, to gripe 

A point of no dimension, of no weight ? 

It can ; it does : the world is such a point ; 

And of that point how small a part enslaves ! 1255 

How small a part— K>f nothing, diall' I say ? 
Why not ?---Friends, our chief treasure > how they drop! 
Lucta, Nafeissa fair, Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has oped 
A triple mouth, and in «Ln aw&l voice 1260 

Loud calls my soul, and utters all I eing. 
How the world falls, to pieces round about us, / 

And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
\^at says this transportation of my friendiif ? 
It bids me love the place where now th^y dwell, 1263 
And scorn this wretched spot they leave so poor. 
Eternity's vast ocoan lies befbre thee ; 
There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa «ails. f 

Give thy mind sea-room ; keep it wide of earth, 
That rock of souls immortal ; cut thy cord ; 1270 

Weigh anchor ; spread thy sails ; call every wind : 
Eye thy great Pole-star ; make the land of Lift ' 

Two kinds of life has doubk-nutored man, 
And two of death ; the last far more severe. 
Life animal is nurtured by the Sun, 1275 

Thrives on his bounties ,' triumphs in hia beams : 
IJfe raiiona.1 sabsiats on big\\«T food, 
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nt m His beams who made the day : 

leave that San^ and are left by this 

of all who die in stubborn ji^uilt,) 15280 

darkness > strictly double death. 

y no judicial stroke of Heaven, 

)'s course y as sure as plummets falL 

1 or man must alter ere they meet^ 

tt and darkness blend-not in our sphere) 128& 

3st| Lorenzo, who must change. 

that double death should prove thy lot, 

the bowels of the Deity ; 

be bless'd,.as far as man permits 

lone, aU rationals Heaven arms 1290 

lustrious; but tremendous power, 

act its own most gracious ends, 

r strict necessity, not choice ; "^ 

r denied, men, angels, were no more 

) engines, void of praise or blame. 1295 

itional implies the power 

ess'd or wretched, as we please ; 

eason would have nought to do, 

t would be barr'd capacity 

ortsineapacity of bliss. 1300 

Us our happiness, allows our doom ; 

iidently, but not compels ; 

t persuades, almighty man decirees. 

maker of immortal fates. 

y man, if finally ho falls ; 1305 

must, who learns from death alone 
ul secret, — ^th'at ho lives for ever. 
V to thee f — ^thee yet, pefhaps, in doubt 
ife ? but wherefore doubtful still ? 

is Nature's ardent wish ; ISIO 

itly we wisli we soon b<*lleve : 
faith declares that wish destroy'd : 
Icstroy 'd it .'—shall I tell thee vibal '. 
i the future, 'tis no \ong«T viV^V^S 
Dwiah'd, we ztrive to disbfeWsiNft. VSNS> 
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* Thus InfideUty our gailt betrays.* 
Nor that the sole detection ! Blush, Lorenzo ! 
Blush for hypocrisy, if not for guilt. 
The future fear*d .^— An infidel, and fear ? 
Fear what ? a dream ? a fable ? — How thy dread, 1320 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore strong. 
Affords my cause an undesigned support I 
How Disbelief afiirxhs what it denies ! 

* It, unawares, asserts immortal life.'— 
Surprising '. Infidelity turns oat 13S5 
A creed and a confession of our sins : 
Apostates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo ! with Lorenzo clash no more, 
Nor longer a transparent vizor wear. 
Think'st thou Religion only has her mask f 1330 

Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites. 
Pretend the^ worst, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When visited by thought (thought will intrude,) I 

Like him they serve, they tremble and believe. 
Is there hypocrisy so foul as this ? 133^ 

So fatal to the welfare of the world ? | 

What detestation, what contempt, their due ! '^ 

And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their escape, j| 

That Christian candour they strive hard to scorn. ] 

If not for that asylum, they might find 1340 ] 

A hell on earth, nor scape a worse below. 

With insolence and impotence of thought^ 
Instead of racking fiincy to refute. 
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— 
But shall I dare confess the diro result ? 1345 

Can thy proud reason brook so black a braitd ' 
From purer manners to subllmcr faith, 
Is Nature's unavoidable ascent. 
An honest Deist, where the Gospel shines, 
Matured to nobler. In the Christian ends. 1350 

When that bless'd ^h&ngo arrives, e'en cast aside. 
TIiJs song superfluous : life imraoiX^X oX.t'^^^ 
Conviction in a flood of Ughl div-me. 
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ian dweMfl, like Uriel,* in the Sun ; 
L evidence puts doubt to flight, , 1355 

int hope anticipates the skies, 
iright Sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere : 
' ; it invites thee ; it descends 
)aven, to woo and wafl thee whence it came, 
i revere the sacred page, a page 1360 

riumphs immortality ; a page 
ot the whole Creation could produce ; 
ot the Conflagration shall destroy : 
ted in the mind of gods Ibr ever, 
e's ruins not one letter lost. 13C5 

lid disdain of what e'en gods adore, 
le ? — Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weeps, 
nd men assent to what I sing ; 
le, and thank mo for my midnight dream, 
lous hearts fume frenzy to the brain ! 1370 
ik us on to pride, and pride to diame : 
delity is Wit's cockade, 
) the brazen brow that braves the skies, 
if being dreadfully secure. 
! if thy doctrine wins the day, 1375 

es my dreams, diefeated, from the field ; 
all, if earth a final scene, 
)d : stand fast ; be sure to be a knave ; 
in grain \ no'er deviate to the right, 
thou be good — ^how infinite thy loss ! 1380 
ly makes anniliilation gain, 
cheme ! which life deprives of comfort, death 

and which vice only recommends, 
lere. Infidels ! your bate thixywu out 
I weak converts ? whore your lofly boast 1385 
or virtue, and of love to man ? 
tion ! I confess in these, 
can reclaim you ? dare I hope profound 
hers the converta of a song ? 

'^iiJion's Paradise l»o^U 



i 
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Yet know its title* flatters you, not me ; 1390 

Yours be the praise to make my title good ; 
Mine to bless Heaven, and triumph in your praise. 
But since so pestilential your disease, 
Though sovereign is the medicine I prescribe, 
As yet I'll neither triumph nor despair, 1393 

But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wisdom— to be wise : 
For why should souls immortal, made for bliss, 
E*er wish (and wish in vain !) that souls could die ? 
What ne'er can die, oh I grant to live, and crown 1400 
The wish, and aim, and labour of tho skies ; 
Increase, and enter on thejoys of Heaven: 
Thus shall my title pass a sacred seal^ 
Receive an imprimatur from above, 
While angels shout — an Infidel Reclaimed ! 1^ 

To close, Lorenzo ! spite of all my pains, 
Still seems it strange that thou «houldst live for eyer? 
Is it less strange that thou shouldst live at nil ? 
This is a miracle, and that no more. 
Who gavo begiiming can exclude an end. 1410 

Deny thou art ; then doabt if thou shalt be. 
A miracle with miracles enclosed 
Is man ! and starts his faith at what is strange ? 
What less than wonders from the wonderful ? 
What less than miracles from God can flow ? 1415 
Admit a God — that mystery supremo I 
That cause uncaused ! all other wonders ceaae : 
Nothing is marvelloas for him to do : 
Deny him— alj is mystery besides ; 
Millions of mysteries ! each darker far 1420 

That that thy wisdom would, unwisely^ shun. 
If weak thy fttith, why choose the harder side ? 
We nothicg know but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous we can't beli&ve. 
So weak our reason, and so great our God, 14^5 

* The ln&de\ ^UicWvm^d, 
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«t sarprises in the sacred page, 

I strange, or stranger, must be true. 

lot reason's labour, but repose. 

h and virtue why so backward, man ? 

ice ; — the present strongly strikes us all ; 1430 

*e, faintly : can we, then, bo men ? 

lorenzo ! the reverse is right. 

I man's peculiar ;- sense the brute's. 

mt is the scanty realm of Sense ; 

-e. Reason's empire unconfined : 1435 

spending all her godlike power, 

:, ^ovides, expatiates, triumphs, there ; 

ilds her blessings ! there expects her praise ; 

LBg asks of Fortune or of men. 

; is Reason ? be she thus defined ; 1440 

upright stature in the soul. 

man, — %nd strive to be a god. 

hat ?' (thou say'st) to damp the joys of life ? 

Lve heart and substance to thy joys. 

nt, Hope, mark how she domineers ; 1445 

IS quit realities for dreams, 

i peace for hazard and alarm. 

at o'er the tyrants of the seul, 

\mbition quit its taken prize, 

I luxuriant branch on which it sits, 1450 

earing crowns, to spring at distant game, 

le in toils and dangers — for repose. 

ecarious, and of things, when gain'd« 

aoment and as little stay, 

ten toils and dangers into joys ; 1455 

a that hope which nothing can defeat, 

unask'd ? rich hope of boundless bliss ! 

man's power to paint it. Time's to close ' 
•pe is earth's most estimable prize ; 
an's portion, while no more than man : 1460 
ill passions, most befriends ub hei« \ 
f prouder name befriends tiB \esA. 
r tearB, and transport boB Yvw dfi^\Xk\ 
ID 
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Hope, like a cordial, innocent though strong, 
Man'fl heaxt, at once, inBpirita and serenes, 1465 

Nor makes him pajr his wisdom for his joys : 
Tis all our present state can safely bear, 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind t 
A joy attempered \ a chastised delight ! 
Like the fair summer evening, mild and sweet ! 1470 
*Tifl man's full cup, his paradise below ! 

A blessed hereafter, then, or hoped or gained, 
Is all, — our whole of happiness \ full proof 
I chose no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye'foes te song ! (well meaning men, 1475 
Though quite forgotten^ half your Bible's praise!) 
Important truths^ in spite of vetso, may please : 
Grave minds you praise, nor can you praise too modi 
If there is weight in an eternity, 
Let the grave listen, — and be graver still. 1480 

* The poetic parts of it. ^ 
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THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 

19 WHICH AR£ CONSIDERED, 

THE LOVE OP THIS LIFE; THE ABIBlTlON AND 
PLEASITRE, WITH TBE WIT AND WISDOM, 
, OF THE WOELD. 

And has all Nature^ then, espoused my part P 

Have I bribed Heaven and Earth to plead against thee ? 

And is thy soul immortal ?— What remains ? 

All, all, Lorenzo l«^make immortal bless'd. 

Unbless'd immortals !— rwhat can shock us more ? 5 

And yet Lorenzo still affects the world ; 

There stows his treasure > thence his title draws, 

Maa of the world ! (for such wouldst thou be call'd) 

And art thoa proud of that inglorious style ? 

Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 10 

In ancient days, and Christian^ — ^in an age 

When men were men, and not ashamed of HeaTen,-^ 

Ilred their ambition, as it crowned their joy ! 

Sprinkled with dews from the CastaUan font, 

Fsin would I rebaptize thee, and confer 15 

A purer spirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachments, fatal and inflamed, 
Point out my path,'alid dictate to my song. 
To thee the world how fair ! how strongly strikes 
Ambition I and gay Pleasure stronger still ! 20 

Thy triple banc ! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue dead ; be these my triple theme ; 
NQr shall thy wit dr wisdom be forgot. 

Common the theme ; npt so the scn^) \{ a\i^ 
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My song invokes, Urania ! deigns to smile. 8! 

The charm that chains us to the world, her ibe, 
If she dissolves, the man of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other scenes ; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars, slu]] 

shine 
Unnumber'd suns (for all things, as they are, ^ 30 
The bless'd behold,) and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's astonished sight ; 
A blaze — ^the least illustrious object there^ 

Lorenzo ! since Eternal is at hand, 
To swallow Time's ambitions ; as the vast 85 

Leviathan the bubbles vi^n that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high desceiit, attainments high, 
If unattain'd our highest ? O Lorenzo ! 
What lofty thoughts, these elements above, W 

What towering hopes, what sallies from the Sun, 
What grand surveys ©f destiny divine, 
And pompous presage of unfathom'd fate, 
Should roll in bosoms whei-e a spirit builis, ' 
Bound for Eteriiity ! in bosoths read ^ 

By Him, who foibles in archangels sees ! 
On human hearts he beiids a jealotis eye, 
And marks, and in Htoven's register enrols, 
The rise a|id progress of each option there ; 
Sacred to Doomsdfiy ! that the page unfolds^ 50 

And spreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 

And what an optito, O Lorenzo ! thine ! 
This world ! and this, mirfval'dby the skies ! 
A world where lust of pleasure,: grandeur, gold. 
Three demons that divide its i'ealms between them, 55 
With strokes alternate bn^et to and fro 
Man's restless heart, their sport, their. flying baU ; 
Till, with the giddy circle sick and tired. 
It pants for peace, and drops into d^pair. 
fi^ucA J5 the world Lorenzo «eta ^teo-vft QQ 

That gloriduB promise angeVs -w^t© eaXaftoiJ^ 
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n to bring ; a promise their Adored 
sd to communicate, and presa, 
lel, miracle, life, deatii, on man.v 
he world Lorenzo's wisdom woos, 65 

ts thorny pillow seeks repose ; 
which, like opiates ill prepared,. 
es, hot not composes ; fills 
»nary jnind with gay chimeras, 
did trash of sleep, without the rest : 70 

feigned travel, and what dreams of joy ! 
rail men, things ! how momentary, both ! 
chase, of shadows hunting shades 1 
, the buify, equal, though ui^e ; 
wisdom, differently wise 1 75 

flowery meadows, and through dreary wastes, 
ling, and one dancing, into death. 
lot ft day but, to the man of thought, 
tome secret that throws new reproach 
Old makes him sick of seeing more. 60 

les of business tell us—* What are men ;' 
es of pleasure— ^ What is all beside x* 
[lers we despise ; and here ourselves, 
gust eternal dwells delight ?«— 
obation strikes the string of joy. 85 

?7ondrouB prize has kindled this career, 
th the din, and chokes us with the dnst, 
} gay stage, one inch above the grave .' 
id run up and down in quest of eyes ; 
ual, in pursuit of something worse j 90 

'e, of gold ; the politic, of power ; 
9f other butterflies as vain ! 
I draw things frivolous and Ught, 
lan's heart by vanity drawn in '. 
mh circle of returning toys 95 

strawlike, round and round, and then ingulf d, 
ay delusion darkens to despair ! 
a a beaten track.'-^Is t\ua a Vitkj&V. . 
ff be beaten P nevor boat txio^^^ 
15* 
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Till enough leam*d the trath it would inspire. K 

Shall Truth be silent because Fplly frowns ? 

Turn the world's history, what fiiid we there 

But Fortune's sports, or Nature's cruel claimSi 

Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 

And endless inhumanities on man ? .10 

Fame'ft trumpet seldom sounds but, lil^e the knell, 

It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 

Man s misadTentures round the listening world ! 

Man is the tale of narrative old Time : 

Sad tale ! Whiofa high as Paradise begins ; H' 

As if, the toil of travel to delude, 

From stage to. stage, in his eternal round. 

The Days, his daughters, as they spin our hours 

On Fortune's wheel, where accident unthoughi 

Oft, in a moment, snape life's strongf^t thread, 11^ 

Each, in her turn, some tragic story tells 

With, now and then, a wretched farce between. 

And fills his chronicle with human W088. 

Time's daughters, true as those of men, deceiye us 
Not one but puts some cheat on all mankind. . 12 
While in their father's bosom, not yet outs, . 
They flatter our fond hopes, and promise much 
Of amiable, but hold him not o'er wise 
Who dares to trust them, and laugh round the yeitf, 
At still confiding, still confounded, man, IS 

Confiding though confounded ; hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, unconvinced by proof, 
And ever looking for the never seen. 
Life to the last, like harden'd felons, iies. 
Nor owns itself a cheat tiU it expires : 1^ 

Its little joys go out by one and one. 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfeet nighty 
Night darker than what npw involves the pole. 

'O Thou, who dost permit these ills to fall 
For gracious ends, and wopldst that man should moon 
O Thou, whose honda this goodVy faSonfi ^^m^^^ V 
Who know *Bt it best, and w^oSkdalt OuuV.mQXi^QiV]^4>BxwK 
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this sublunary world ? a vapour ; 
r aU it holds ; itself, a vapour ; 
3 damp bed of Chaos, bj the beam 
ordain 'd to swim its destined hour 
nt air, theu melt and disappear, 
ays are n umber 'd; nor remote her doom ; 
J, though less transient, than her sons ; 
dote on her, as the world and they 145 

h eternal, solid ; Thou a dream, 
lote, on what ? immortal views apart, 
of outsides ! a land of shadows ! ^ 
! field of flowery promises ! 
less of joys ! perplex'd with doubts, 150 

p with thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
I adventurers, their all on board ; 
i hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
&n it must. Of various rates they sail, 
ik various ; all alike in this, ' 155 

98, anxious, toss'd with hopes and fears 
t skies ; obj^oxious all to storm, 
ny the most general blast of life : 
. for Happiness ; yet few provide 
L of Knowledge, pointing where it 3e8. ' 
)'s helm^ to shape the course designed ' 
or less, capricious Fate lament, 
d by the tide, and now resorb'd, 
er from their wishes than before : 
or less, against each other dash, 165 

il hurt, by gusts of passion driven, 
ring more from folly than from fate. 
: thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
rs, at eternal war with man \ 
apital:^ where most he domineeris 170 

his chosen terrors frowning rotuid. 
lately feasted high at Albion's cost*) 
>ning, and loud roaring still for more * 
fuJ mir-^OT i how dost thou re^A^ 
•^ Admiral Bakhen, &« 
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Th« owUucholy face of humui lift ! "* 

Th* itrong reiembUncB tempts me fsitber ftill : 
Aiul, h>p1;, Brit&in aia.y be deeper struck 
By moral truth, in such a, mirror aseii. 
Which Nstura holds foi ever at her eja. 

Self-8uter'd, unezperienced, high in hope, ISC 
When joung, with sanguine cheei end Btreuneti g^i 
We cat ooT cahle, launch into the woild, 
And fondlj dieun each witid and star our friend ) 
All in Borne dailiug enterprise emhaik'd: 
But where is he can fclhom iu event ? 195 

Amid a multitude of artlesi hande. 
Ruin's sure paiquiiita ! hei lawful priie 1 
Borne steer aright, but the black blast blowi hud, 
And poffii them wide of Hope : with boarts of proof, 
Full agaiiut wind and tide, some win their waj, W 
And when strong Effort htu deBerved the port. 
And tngg'd it into view, 'tii won '. 'tis loat '■ 
Though strong their oar, etill atrongor ia their &te : 
They strike '. and, while Ihey triumph, tbej ezpiie- 
In stress of weather moat, some sink outright ; 1% 
O'Cu them DJid o'er their names the billows close ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a short memorial leave behind. 
Like a Sag floating, when Ihs bark's ingulTd ; 
It float! a moment, and is seen no raoro. 300 

One CsBiLr lives ; a thousand are fargot. 
How few, beneath auspicioua planets bom, 

S <DarIiiigi of Fcovideuce ! fond Fate's elect !) 
With iweiling sails make good the promised port. 
With all their wishes freighted ! yet e'en these, W 
Freigfjted with all their wishes, soon complain ; 
Free froiTi misfortune, not from Nature &ee, 
They still are men ; and when ie man secure ? 
Aa fatal tims, a« storm '. the rush of yeare 
Seata down their strength ; their numberless ssupw 

-A) ruin tnit. Anil no^ theti t<Ki<]i& ■>»!£««« St' 
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pain to quit the world, just made their own, 
nest so deeply downM, and built so high I 
m they build who build beneath the stars. 215 
3 then apart (if woe apart can be 
mortal man,) and Fortune at our nod, 
ly ! rich ! great ! triumphant ! and august J 
are they ? — The most happy (strange to say) 
ice me most of human misery. 220 

are they ? smiling wretches of to-morrow J 
v^r etched, then, than e*er their slave can be, 
treacherous blessings, at the day of need, 
ther faithless friends, unmask and sting : 
^hat provoking indigence in wealth ! 225 

iggravated impotence in power ! 
itles, then, what instilt of their pain ! 
sole anchor, equal to the waves, 
tal Hope ! defies not ^e rude storm, 
comfort from the foaming billow's ragei 880 
akes a welcome harbour of the tomb, 
is a sketch of what thy soul admires .^-~ 
9re (thou sayest) the miseries of lUe 
ddled in a group : a more distinct 
,^ perhaps, might bring thee better news.* 335 
a life's stages ; they speak plainer still ; 
Uner they, the deeper wilt thou sigh. 
a thy lovely boy ;^ in him behold 
3t that can befal the best on earth y 

Y has virtue by hifl mother's side : IMO 
Florello look : a father's heart 

)r, though the man's is made of stone ; 

ith, through such a medium seen, may make 

lion deep, and fondness prove thy ftiend. 

llo ! lately cast on this rude coast 241 

ess in&nt, now a heedless child. 

: Clarissa's throes thy care succeeds ', 

11 of love^ and yet severe as hate ! 

Y BoaVsjoy how oft thy fonAive«a itQ.^i»^ 
austerities hia will restrain, . ^^5*% 
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As thorn* fence in the tender plant from harm. 

At yet, his Reason cannot go alone, 

But asks a sterner nurse to lead it on^ 

His little heart is often terrified j 

The blush of morning, in bis cheek, tarns pale ', 255 ^ 

Its pearly dew-drop trembles m his eye. 

His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel there. 

Ah ! what ayails his innocence ? the task 

Enjoin'd must discipline his early powers I 

He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sin ; ^ 

Guiltless, and sad ! a wretch before the fall ! 

How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 

Our miture such, with necessary pains 

Wo purchase prospects of precarious peace : 

Though not a father, this might steal a sigh, ^ 

Suppose him disciplined aright (if not, 
'Twill sink our poor account to poorer still,) , 

Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps enclosure, bounds into the world ; 
The world is taken, after ten years* toil, ^^ 

Like ancient Troy, and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more severe, ,.| 

Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pains'; 
Unteaching all his virtuous Nature taught, 
Or books (fair Virtue's advocates) inspired. 276 

For who receives him into pubUc life ? 
Men of the world, the terras-filial breed, 
Welcome the modest stranger to their sphere 
(Which glitter'd long, at distance, in his sight,) 
And in their hospitable arms enclose } 380 

Men who think nought so strong as the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend ; 
Men that act up to Reason's golden rule, 
AU weakness of affection quite subdued ; 
Men that would blush at being thought sincere, 29& 
And feign, for glory, the few fiiults they want ; 
That Jove a Jie, where truih wow\d ^^,7 aa well^ 
At if, to them* Vice, shown \\«t ov?nT«"v^\^. 
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canst thou bear a shocking sight ? 
oreUoV sake, 'twill now appear. 890 

rd files of season'd veterans, 
le world, in burnished falsehood bright ; 
fatal stratagems of peace, 
ation, in the throng, rubb*d oif ; 
sn purpose in politeness sheath'd $ S95 
sternal — during interest ; 
ilacable — ^when worth their while'; 
every welfare but their own ; 
juciier, and half as good ; 
m none, but Lucifer, can gain— «• 300 

Lgh these, (so common Fate ordain^, 
art, his cruel course he runs, 
fail most amiable in life, 
h, and open thought, and smiles unfeigned ; 
i his species wide diffused, 30$ 

iliptions to mankind's renown, 
ust, and cou^dence of love« \ 

ims to joy (if mci-tals joy might claim) 
m many a sigh, till time and pains, 
ow mistress of this school, Ezperiencey 310 
istant, pausing, pale Distrust, 
dear-bought clew to lead his youth 
rpentine obliquities of life, 
k labyrinth of human hearts. 

if the clew shall come so cheap. 315 

re learn to fence with public guilt, 
feel its foul contagion too, /- 

heavenly virtue is our guard, k 

ngo kind of cursed necessity 
n tUe sterling temper of his soul, 320 

)y, to bear the current stamp, 
1 Wisdom ', sinks him into safety, | 

him into credit with the V70i\d^ 
iiona titlea dignify diegra.c«, 
5? j4i/ ones are arts of Mc\ ^^ 

ter lieataoD prompts to boVd^t c»xvxft.^*% 
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And he»venlf talenU mBkt infernal heuU, 
That iuuarmounta.ble extreme of guilt! 

Foot Michisrel '. who labour'd bud hi> plan, 
Forgot tiiBt Geniui noed not go to school; SM 

Forgot that man, without a tutor wise, 
His plm had prRCtised loilg before 'tiras writ. 
The world's »U title-page ; there's no contenta. 
The world's all face : tbo roan who ehowa bia beirt 
Ih booted for his nudities, and scam'd. 331 

A man I knew, who lived upon a eniile, 
And vvellit fed him ; be lock'd plump and fair. 
While rankest lenorn foam'd through everj lein. 
(Lorenzo ! what I tell thee tako not ill ;) 
Uring, be fawn'd on ever; fool alive ; 3il> 

And, dying, cursed the friend on whom he lived. 
To aiioh proficients tbou art half a saint ! 
In foreign realms (for ibou haat travel'd far) 
How curious to contemplate two state rooks. 
Studious their nests to feather in a trice, 343 

With all the oeeromanlacs of tbeir art, 
Ploying the game of faces on each other. 
Making court sweetmeats of their latent gall, ' 
In foolish hope to steal each other's trual ; 
Soth cheating, both exulting, both deceived, 3SD 

And, sometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we doubt not, bat be that their abome. 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind. 
Stoop to mean wiles thai would disgrace a fool ; 
And lose the thanks of those few friends they setvo ? 35S 
Tot who can thank the man he cannot «eo ? 

Why »o much cover ? it defeats itaelf. 
Te that know all things ! know ye not men's heirla 
Are therelitre known, because Ihcy ate coQceal*d ? 
For why conceaVdP—tho cause they need not tell. 3G0 
I give him joy that's awkward at a lie : 
Wbote feeble nature Truth keeps atiU in aw9 ; 
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ir spirit, or it proves our Rtrcngth. 2^» 

t 'tis needful ! is it therefore right .* — 
grant it some fimall sign of g:raco 
t an excuse : and wouldst thou, then, 
; cruel need ? thou mnvst with ease ; 
ost needful that demands a knave. 370 

our civirbchn was shifting hands, 
thought : think Ijctter if you can. 
low rare ! the pul)lic path of liftt 
ret allow that dirt its duo, 
e noble mind more noble still. 375 

s no neuter ; it v.'ill wound or save ; 
quench, or indignation fire. 

5 world, well known, Vvill make a man. — 
well known, will give our hearts to Heaven, 
3 demons, long before we die. ?S0 
how fair the world, thy mistress, sliines, 

* part ] sme ills attend the choice ', 
;h not equal, detriment ensues, t 

6 self is deified on earth ; 

lier relapses, conflicts, foes ; 385 

e'er fail to make hex feel their hate, 
hor peculiar set of pains. 
b to virtue, kist and least complain ; 
sigh, can others hope to smile ? 
has her miseries to mourn, S90 

>or Folly lead a iiappy life ? 
snffcur, what has earth to boast, 
post happy who the least laments P 
:h, much patience, the most envied statiB, 
brgiveness, needs, the best of friends f 395 
>r h3p*>y life, who looks not higher, 
shall he iind fhe shadow here, 
d's 6W(«R advocate, without a fee, 
tartly, with a smile, replies : . 
hf Bong is right, and aU m>ic>l onntv ^^^ 
\6r psisuJiaj tiet of paaus • — 
•u7i.ir who to Vice denies^ 
16 
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If Ticc it is with Nattire to comply : 

If pride and sense are so predominant) 

To chock) not orercome them, makes a saiitti lOS 

Can Nature in^a plainer voice proclaim 

Pleasure and glory the chief good of man ." 

Can Pride and Sensuality rejoice ? 
From purity of thought all pleasure springs, 
And from an humble spirit all our peace. 410 

Ambition, Pleasure ! let us talk of these ; 
Of these the Poroli and Academy talk'd; 
Of these each following ago had much to say. 
Yet uncxhauatod, still, the needful theme. 
Who talks of these, to mankind all at once 415 

He talks ; for where the saint from either free ? 
Are these thy refuge ? — No ; those rush upon thee, 
Thy vitals seize, and, vulture like, devour : 
I'll try if I can pluck thee from thy ro(jk, 
Prometheus ! from this barren bull of earth, 
If Reason can unchain thee, thon art free. 

And first, thy Caucasus, Ambition, calls; 
Mountain of torments I eminence of woes I 
Of courted woes ! and courted through mistake ! 
Tis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat 425 

Will make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at greatness ? first know what it is. 
Tinnk'st thou thy greatness in distinction lies ? 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er so hi<yh. 
By Fortune stuck, to mark us from the throijg^ 430 
Is glory lodged ; 'tis lodged in the reverse ; 
Is that which joins, in that which equals all. 
The monarch and his slave, — ' a deatldes^ soul, 
Unbounded pros»pept, and immortal kin, 
A Father God, and brothers in the skies ;* 435 

Kldcr, indned; in time, but less remote 
In excellence, perhaps, tlidn thought by man. • 

Why greater what can fnW \h.aii -wVv.sX cwv T\ft« ? •. 
If still dclirions, now, l*cyteivio\ go, 
An(f^ with thy Cn\\ Wovn WoI\vct% o^ l\\« ^o\\^, V^ 
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scorn around tltee ; cast it on thy kUv^a, : 
ives au«( equals. How scorn cast on them 
ids on theo ! If In^n. is mean^ as man, 
u a g^od ? if Fortune makes him so, 

tb^ consequence : a maxim tJaat 449 

draws a monstrous picture of mankind, 

in tlie draperj/ the man is lost ; i 

lis flattering, and tho soul forgot, 
eatost glory, v/hen disposed to boast, 
\tai aloud in which thy servants share. . 450 
riifel^ strip tlio steed we mean to buy. 
vQy in their comparisons, of men ? . 
ht avails thee where, but what, thou. art. 
distinctions of this UtUe life . , 

tc cutaineous, foreign to the man. 4S5. 

through Death's straits Earth's suhtlp sarpeotd 

cfdep, . , . 

wriggfle into wealtji, or climb renown, 
Jced Satan the forbidden tree, ^ 

tave their party-colour'd robe behiiid, , . 

now glitters, while they rear aloft , 4^^ . 

razen crests, and hiss at us below. 
ui^e'8 fucus strip them, yet alive, . < 
em of body too'; nay, closeir still, 
ritfa all but moral in their r^nds, 

what then ren^ains inipose their name, 465 

ice them weak or worthy, great or.nieMi. 

saa that snuff of glory Fortune lights, - 

ath puts out ! Dost thou demand a test. 

It onee, infailU)le and short, 

greatness ? that man greetly lir es, 470 

it hxs iate or fame, who greatly diee ; 

ish^d with hope where herpes ^all despair. 

truB criterion, many <;curts, / 

lus, migiit afford but few grandeee. 
Almighty, from his throne, on %ix<Vv waarsvq* 
^renter tha.n an. honest, h'amb\<i ^ientV. % ^^"^ 
»/e heart, bit residence *. pxoxio^HV^^-^ 
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Hit MCOnd aeit, anit rivil to the akieii. 
The priTftta path, tha secret acta of men, 
ir noble, hi the noblert of oat lives : 
How tar above Lorenzo's glorj sil* 
Tfaa'illUBtrious muster ofa name unknon-n? 
Whole worth, unrivnl'd D.nd uuvritoesB'd, Iotm 
Life's sacied shades, where gods coorerBa with miii. 
Aod peaca> beyond the irorhl'BConccpticne, amiki; 
As thou (now dark) before we put Bhult BCn. m 

Bat thy great saal this skulking glnry Eccmt : 
Lorenzo's aick but when Lorenzo'i Been, 
And when lie shrugs at public business lies. 
Denied the public eye, the public voice, *" 

As if he lived on others' breath, lie dies. 
Pain would Tie make the world hia pedertnl, 
Mankind the gazers, the solo £guia he. 
Knows he, that mankind praise againat their will. 
And mil II much detraction as they can? W* 

Kng^a he, that faicbleaa Fame her whisper has, 
As well aa tnnnptt ! that his vanity 
It to much tickled, from not hearing all .' 
Knows Ihia all knowec, that from itch of ptaiit, 
Ot from an itch more sordid, when faa sbines, M 
Taking bis country b; flve himdred ears, 
SedatoB It once adiaire him and despise, 
'Wth miuleat hnghtar lining load applause, 
Which -makes th* smile more morteJ to his fame ! 
Hia Ttma which (likathe mighty Cesar) erown'd He 
With lauieU, in fall senate, greatly falls, 
By soeraing friends, that honour aiid destroy. 
W* riee in glory as wo sink in pride : 
Where boasting ends, there dignity begins ; 
And yot, mistakon beyond all mistaJie, - fitO 

The blind Lorenzo's proqd— of being proud. 
And draame himself ascending, in bis bU. 
Aa wninence, though fuieWd, Iiitui iSa brain ; 
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), unlike all other vice, it Ajes, 
the point in fancy most pursued, 
inrt applause oblige the world in thk ; 
ratify man's passion to raiuse. 
T honour, whe^i assumed, is lost ; ^ 62rt* 
od men turn banditti, and rejoice, ..,..." 
3uli-Kan, in plunder of the jfroud. t . . . 

gh somewhat disconcerted, steady still '' 

world's cause ; with half a face o^jojj 
) cries, — * Be, then, Ambition cast ; 523 • 

>n's dearer far stands nnimpeach*d, 
easure ! proud Ambition is her alive ; 
he soars at great, and hazards ill ; ... i 

he ^glits, and bleeds, or OToxcora<», 599 , 

ires his way, with crowns, to reach her smile. / 
n resist her charms r' — Or should ? Lortn^ [ 
loital shall resist wliere angels yield .^ , , ^,Z 
e*s the mistress of ethereal powers ; 
contend the ri^al gods above ; , •: .1 

B*^ the mistress of the world below, 53^ 

U it is for man tliat Pleasure charms , 
)uld all stagnate but for Pleasure's ray ^ •,. . 
mid the frozen stream of action cease 1 ', .. . 
I the. pulse of this so bus}' world ? . . 

c of pleasure : that, through every. v«in, 60 
motion, warmlh. and shuts out death fiqpii liftf, . 
gh various are the tempcxs of mankind, . . . 
9*8 gay family holds all in chains, 
lost aBTcct the black, and some the fair ; 
oncst pleasure court, and some obscene. .549 
as obseene are Various, as the throng 
Ions that can eirr in human hearts, • 

I their objects, or transgress their '■'^unds. 
fovL there's but one whoredom ? wharedoii\ 
?n our reason licenses delight. 
abt, Lorenzo ? — thou sUaU d(vvi\)\. no tcvmi^. 
\er chides fhy gallanlrlea, yeWvw^^'k 
cnmmnn hnrlot in the iWk, 
10 » 
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A ttok idultarar vitb othsn' gold ; 

And tlut h*g, VsDgeiiince, in a comeT diiirmi S9 

H*tr«l li«r brotbai hu, bb well u Love, 

Wbera hoirid epicures debauch in blood. 

#}iate'er the moUve, Fleuurs is the nuik : 

Fof hei tbe black BSsiiisiD drawn bii snord ; 

For hei dull ititeuiieD trim their midnight laaif, 10> 

To whicfi DO ungle ucriSce may &U ; 

For her the lunt steins, the miier etarreB ; 

TIm itoio proud, for Pleasuie, pleaiiiie ■cont'd i 

For her Affliulion's daugbtera grief indulge, 

Aad find, or hope, a loxnrj in tsan ; Bft 

For her guilt, lUaaie, tml, dajigei, we defy, 

Mai, with aii aim Tolaptuous,«uah on death : 

Thm uAiTensl hw despotic power ! 

AM M her empire wide, bier praiM ie ja«C. 
Patron uF Pleeeore '. Dotei on delight I (fl^ 

I am th; rival ; pleasure I proroea : 
Tlaaoure the purpoBS of my glcomj- aoog. 
FlM«ai* ii DOHght bat Virtue's gayer name ; 
I wrong hsr still, I rate her worth tie low : 
Virtue the root, and pleisuro n the flower ; ^ 

And bonart SpicuruB' foes were fiwli. 

Bat thii sounds harsh, and givoB the wiee oflenee- 
If o'eratrain'd wisdom still lotsjns the name- 
How knib Austerity her cloudy iirow. 
And blunes. as bold and hazardous, the praise W 
Of (rieuuro, to mankind unpraised, too dear ! 
Ye modem Btelos ! hear 'my soft reply ; 
Tfaeir semes men will Irurt ;■ we can't impose, 
Or, if we could, is imposition right ? 
Own honey sweet ; but, owning, add this sting, 585 
' tnien mix'i' n-ith poison it is deadly too.' 
Tmtb nam was Indebted to a lie. 
U nought bnt virtae to be ptaiKd aa good '. 
Tf^^ tibon ja heahh oiefen'd before A\eeaiwt 
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I, though not from rittue, should pr«Tftt) : 
D to life, and gratitude to Heaven, 
d our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
3 of pleasure is man*9 eldest born, 696 

his cradle, living to liis tomb ; 
, her younger sister, though more graTe, 
ant to minister, and not to mnij 
.^Pleasure, queen of human hearts, 
zo ! thou, her majesty's renown'd, 600 

uneoifi counsel, leamed in the world ! 
nk'st thyself a Murray, with disdiula 
lok on me : .yet, my I>emosthenes ! 
loti plead Pleasure'a cause as well as I ? 
thou her nature, purpose, parontAge ? 606 
ny song, and thou shalt know them aB > 
^w lliyself ; and know thyself to be , 
I truth !) the most absCenoSous man alive. 
Galista, she will laugh th^ dead^ 
thee to her hermibige with L-*— . 6^0 

^resumption ! thou, who never kxtew'it 
s thought ! i&alt thou dare dttam 6f jcj^ P 
e'er found a happy life by chance, 
L*d it mto being with a wish : 
a snout of grovelling Appe^^ Bi& 

sit it out, and ghibb'd it £rom the dht. 
t is, and must be learned ; and leam^A 
jremitthig effoM, ot bo lost, 
T9B us perfect blockheads^in mir bBss. 
ids may drop d^.mn titles ana estate* ; 68t) 
may seek us ; but '^i^sdom must bo sought ; 
before all ; but (how unlike all else 
i on earth !) 'tis never sought in vain, [see ; 
Pleasure's birth, rise, strength, alid gfrandeur, 
forth by Wisdom, nursed by Diseipli»e, 095 
»nee Utigbt, by Persevdranee ctowriL^^ 
9 Aer head oiiajeettc ; rotind \»t \>AilM^ 
et th^ boaom of the yaaX, 
w, Ukted, forms her ina.n\y gti^ci^. 
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For wfatl «• viiliui ? (fonnidkUe trnma 

Whftt but (be fbuDUiB or defence of joj 

Why tlim comoianded ? dhbiI mankind 

At once to meiit tnd to make their blias 1— . 

Grut Legitlator ! icaree so great as kind 

If men >re rsCionil, and love deLigbt, 636 

Thy gncioui law but Skttera human cboioe ; 

In the tnnsgceuion lieg the penalLy ; 

And thiy the rooal mdolgfl wlio niqit obey. 

Of PlauoM, next, the final cause explort ; 
It! mif htj purpose, itt important end. 64t 

Not la tarn boinan bruto], but to build 
DiTine on human, Pleamue come fnnn Heavan : 
In aid to Reann was tha goddeu santj 

To ca31 op all it* Btreagth by aoch a chorni. 

Flaanrg, Girt, anccourt Viriao ; in return, 645 

Virtue givaa Plaanua an eternal rtign. 

What bat the pleanire of food, fnesdabip, &itii, . 

Supports life oatura], civil, and divio* ? • . < 

Tia from the pleature of report we, live ; 

Til from the pleaaure of a^ilause we plaaM ; fiGO 

'Til from tb« pleaoura of belief we praj 

(All pra;eT would cease, if tinlMlieveJibe piiia;) - - 

Userree ourMlvM; our Bpeciea, and oat Oadj 

And to lerTe more ia past the qtbera of man. 

Glide then, for ever, Pleaauie'i .ncred straaip ! GGfi 

Throug-h Eden, aa Euphrfttesraa,it,rune,. .. 

And fcwteia ereiy gfowth of li^qiy Jifa ; 

Makea a new Gdeo wbare it flawv^ut.'Xlch . 

Aa muat be lost, Loienia '. by thy fait 

' What m«an I by thy QUI T— Tboult al)|titl j sac GGO ' 
While Floaauje 'a nature ic at Ivffe displaj'd, 
Already auog her origin and eada : 
Tboae glofiiowB eoda by kind, or by degree, , t 

fVhan PJeowire vicdatea, 'tjs Ihea a. vice, 

And Vitncaanno Iaa • it hniiluu VntA iWin. tIS. 
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Heiven's justice this proelaims, and that her Ioyo. 
What greater evil can I wish my foe, ^ 

Than this full draught of pleasure from a cask 670 
Unhroach*d by just attthorilj, ungaged 
By temperance, by reason unrefined ? 
A ihousa&d demons kirk within the lee. 
Heaven, others, and ourselves ! uninjured these, 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine : %7^> 
Angels aro angels from indulgence there. 
'Tis unrepenting pleasure makes a god ! 

Dost think thyself a god from other joys > 
A victim rather I' shortly, sure to bleed. ^fail ? 

The wtofig must mourn. Can Heaven's appointments 
Can man outwit omnipotence? strike out 661 

A self-wrought happiness, unmeant by Him 
Who made us^ and the world we would enjoy ? 
Who fbrftis an instrttment ordains from whence 
Its dissonance or harmony shall rise. 6^ 

Heaven bid the soul this mortal fxume insplt^ ', 
Bid Virtue's ^ay divine inspire the Soul 
l^th unprcicarious flows of vital joy ; 
And withOttk breathing man as ^U miglii hop* 
For life, iSf wi^^t piety, for peace. 606 

y I» TiHlM) then, and piety the same ?*-^ 
No ; p^tf is mor« -, 'tis Virtue's souree, 
Mother of «trtfy wt>rth, as that of joy. 
Men <:^lhe wetfkl tMs dootriiid dl digefsf ; 
They smile at piety^ y«t boast aloud €95 ' 

« Good will to men,' nor know they strivd to pArt 
What Nature joins, and thus confute themselves. 
WitE piety begin» all good on earth ; 
Tia the first llom of Rationally 1 
CottSibie»ic<s, her first law broken, wounded lies ; 700 
Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good. 
A feignd affection bounds her utmost power. 
Some we oaii't Jove, but for the* AXraig'to.^'^ «a&ft\ 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend lo tcv^ti. 
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Some alnlster intent tuQta ill be doei, JKi 

And ia hi> hindeat ictioiu he's unkind. 

On pietj faunuinitj ia built, 
And oil liuimuiity much Itappineu ; 
And yet rtill more on piety ilsalf. 
A wul in eomDiarce witli-her God ia be^rsn ; . 710 
Feela not the tumults and the nliodu o£li&, 
Th* whirli o/pawaons, lui^ the HtmA«B of Iwarl. 
A Deity believed, ia joy begun: 
A Deity admed, ie joy advanced ; 
A Deily beloved, ia joy nintured t 715 

Each branch of pioty delight inapiresi 
Faith builda a bridge from thia worid to the next, 
O'oc Dealh'a dark gulF, and idl its horror hides : 
Prmiae, the iweet exlulution of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and m^es it eweetei eliU ; Tfi 

Player oident opens Ueaven, lete down a itraam 
Of (h>ry on the consented hour 
Of man in andlence with the Deity ! . 
Who worahipi the great Ctad, thM ingtaat joia* 
The EtBt in heaven, and aqta bis foot on heU. T3!i 

Lorenxo '. when waat thou at cbiiroh before ! 
Thon thiok'tt the serrice long : bat ia it just f — 
Though just,, unwelcojne. Thou hadst rather tnad - 
Unhallow'd ground : the Muae, to vin thine ma, 
Murt take an air leu wlenui. She complies. 730 

Good Conscieace ! at the sound the world retiie* ; 
Verae disaffecte it, and Lorenzo smiles ; -- 
Yet haa ahe her seraglio full of chfrma, 
And auch as age shall heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected.' is thy mind o'ereost .' T3&. 

Amid her &ir ones thou the fairest chooM 
To ehase thy gloom. — ' Go, fix some ireight^ truth ; 
Chain down some passion ; do aome generoat good ; 
Teach tgnaruice to aee, or Grief to smile ; 
Correct Ihy friend ; beriieml th; gicotatt foe ; 740 
Or, with K-arm Ite.tl and canfVdeoce dnin*. 
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Sprmg up, and lay strong hold on Him who made thee.* 
Thy gloom is scatter* d, sprightly spirits flow, 
Though withered is thy vine, and hairp nnstrang. 

Dost call the bowl, the viol, and trio dance, 745 

Loud mirth, and laughter ? Wretched comforters* 
Physicians ! more than half of thy disease ! 
Lftughter, though never censured yet as sin, 
(Pardon a thought that only seems severe)^ 
Is balf-immortai, is it much indulged. 750 

By Tenting spleen, or dissipating thought, 
It shows a scorner, or it makes a fool. 
And sins ; as hurting others, or ourselves. 
*Tis pride, of emptiness, applies the straw 
That tickles little minds to mirth efiTuse ; /s^ 

Of grief approaching the portentous sigw? 
The hou^e of laughter makes a house of woe 
A man triumphant is a monstrous sight ; 
A man dejected is a sight as mean. 
What cause for triumph, where such IBs abound ? 7G0 
W^at £>r dejection, where presides a Power 
Who called us into being — ^to bo Wess'd ? 
So grievef as conscious grief may rise to joy 
So joy, as conscious joy to grief may fall. 
Most true, a wise man never will be sad ; 765 

.But neither will sonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A shallow stream of happiness betray ; 
Too happy to be sportive, he's serene. 

Yet wouldst thou laugh (but at tliy own expense) 
This counsel strange should I presumtj to give — 770 
* Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay ' 
There truths abound of sovereign aid to peace: ' 
Ah ! do not prize them less because inspired. 
As thou and thine are apt stnd proud to do. 
Ifnol inspired, that pregnant page had stood, 775 
Time's treasure ! and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou think'st, perhaps, thy soul aloiic a.t %\.wk^ 
AhuB .' — should men mistake thee for a. ?oo\ ',— * 
What man oftoMte for genius, wiaAotft, U^NXv^ - 
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Though tender of thy fame, could interposo ? . 790 
Believe me, Bense, here, acts a double part, 
And the true critic is a Christian too. 

But these, thou think'st, are gloomj paths to joy. 
True joy in sunshine ne'er was fouihd at first. 
They first themselves offend who greatly please, TSa 
And travel only gives us sound repose. 
Heaven sells ail pleasure ; effort is the pricei 
The joys of conquest are the joys of man j 
And Glory tiie victorious laurel spreads 
O'cfr Pleasure's pure, perpetual, placid stream. 790 

There is a time when toil must be preferred, 
Or joy, by mistimed fondness, is undone. 
A man of pleasure is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bless'd. 
False joys, indeed, are born from want of thought ; 795 
From thought's full bent and energy the true j 
And that demands a mind in equal poise. 
Remote firom. gloomy grief and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happiness, 
But happiness that shortly must expire. 800 

Cssa joy, unbottom'd in reflection, stand ? 
And, in a tempest, can reflection live ? 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour ? 
•Can joy, like thine, meet accident unshock'd ? 
Or ope the door to honest Poverty ? 805 

Or talk with threatening Death, and not turn pale ? 
In such a world, and such a nature, these « 
Are needful fundamentals of delight : 
These fundamentals give delight indeed ; 
Delight pure, delicate, and durt^ble ', 810 

Delight unshaken, masculine, divine ; 
A constant apd a sound, but serious joy. 

Is Joy the daughter of Sevority ^ 
It is :--yot far my doctrine from severe. 
' Rejoiee for ever :' it becomes a maiv •, ^ 81.5 

ExaltBy and sets liim nearer to \,\\e ^q^%. 
' R^Joite for ever (Nature crieB,') "^.^'^tivce'^ 



mm 
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«Aad drinks to man in her ncctareous cup, 
Miz*d up of delicates for every sense ; 
To lh.« great Founder of the bounteous ^ast €20 

Drinks g-lorj} gratitude, eternal praise ; 
And 4ke that will not pledge her is a churl. 
Ill firmly V> support, good fully taste, - 
Is the wholQ science of felicity : 
ITet, sparing, pledge ; Iier bowl is not the^best 8^ 
Mankind can boast.-^' A rational repast, 
£xertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 
A mJOUiiwry discipline of thought, 
To foil teijtiptation in the doubtful field, 
And'QViBr-waking ardour for the right/ 830 

'^Tis these first give, tlien guard a cheerful heart. 
Nought, that is right, think little ; well awUre 
M^t Reasoi^ bids, God bids : by his command 
How aggrandized the smallest thing we do 1 
Thus nothing^ is insipid to the wise ; 635 

To thee insipid all but what is mad, 
Joys seasoned ^igh, and tabting strong of guilt. 

* Mad ! (thou reply 'st, with indignation fired) 
Of ancient sages proud to tread the steps, 
I follow Nature.'— roUow Nature still, 840 

But look it be thine own. Is Conscience, then, 
Jfo part of Nature ? is she not supreme ? . 
'Tl^a regicide' ! O raise her from the dead ! 
Then follow Nature, and resemble God. 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is pursued, 846 
-Man's nature is unnaturally pleased ; 
And wkat's uonatural is pe^inful too 
.ii^ intervals, and must disgust e'en thee ! 
The fact thou know'st ; but not, perhaps, the cause. 
Virtue's foundations with the world's were laid ; 850 
Heaven mix'd her with our make, and twisted cloee 
Her sacred interests with the strings of life : 
Who breaks her awftil mandate shocks huivg^VV^ 
Hie better self: and is it greater pala 
17 
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Our soul should murmur, or our du&t repine ? 9^5 
And one, in their eternal war, must bleed. 

If one muA suffer, which should least be spared i 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of sense: 
Ask, then, the Gout, what torment is in guilt ?^- • 
The joys of sense to mental joys are mean : 9&i 

Sense on the present only feeds : the soul 
On past and future fotages for joy : 
Tis hers, by retrospect, through time to range, 
And forward Time's great sequel to surtey. 
Could human courts take rengeance on the miad, 86^ 
Axes might rust, and racks and gibbets fall. 
Guard then thy mind, and leave the rest to'Fste I 

Lorefizo ! wilt thou never bo a man ? 
The man is dead who for the body livev, ' 
Lured by tlw beating of his pulse,'to list ' 8?0 

With every lust that wars against his peace, 
And sets him quite at variance with himself 
Thyself first know, then love : a self. there is, 
Of virtiife fond, that kindles at her charms : 
A self there is, as fond of every vice, 875 

While every virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it. Justice robs, ||h 

Blessed Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays. 
And godlike Magnanimity destroys. 
This self, when rival to the formcnr, scorn ; ^ 

WJien not in competition, kindly treat, ' i 

Defend it, feed it : — ^but when Virtue bids. 
Toss it or to the fowls or to the flames. li 

And why ? 'tis love of pleasure bids thee bleed : ' ! 

Comply, or omi self-love cjttinct, or blind. 886 

For what is vice ? — Self love in a mistake : 
A poor bliwd merchant buying joys too dear. 
And virtue what ? 'tis Self-love hi her wits. 
Quite skilful in the market of delight. 
Self'lofvc*8 good sense is love of that dread Power 
Prom whom horselfL and a\\ she con civyi^ » 
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gelf-IoTO 18 but disgaised 8e|f-hate, 

aortal than the mahce of our foes ; 

liate now scarce felt^ thon felt full sore, 

being cursed, extinction loud implored^ 896 

"ery thing preferr'd to what we are. 

this self-love Lorenzo makes his choice, 

i this choice triumphant, boasts of joy, 

I his want of happiness bAray*d 

iffection to.4,he present hour ! 900 

ation wanders far a-iield ; 

tare pleases : why ? the present pains.- 

iat*s a secret. — Yes, which all men know, 

tow from thee, discovered unawares. 

aseless agitation restless rolls 905 

hesft to cheat, impatient of a pause. 

s it ? — 'Tis the cradle of the soul, 

nstinct sent, to rock her in disease, 

her physician, Reason, will not cure, 

expedient ! yet^thy best ; and while 910 

rates thy pain, it owns it too. 

I are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 

)ak have remedies, the wise have joys. 

>r wisdom' is superior bliss. 

lat sure mark distinguishes the wise ? 915 

ent Wisdom eve& wiUs the same ; 

kle wish is ever on the wing. 

' herself is Folly's character, 

idom's is a modest self-applause. 

ge of evils is thy good supreme, 990' 

L in motion canst thou find thy rest. 

jrroatest strength is shown in standing stiU, ' 

$t Wire symptom of a mind in health 

of heart, and pleasure felt at home. 

^leoscre from abroad her joys imports ; 995 

om within, and self-euatain'd, the true. 

le is flx'd and solid as a rock *, 

f the false f and teasing, *a3 iViQ vfu>i«. 

yiJd wanderer on earth, Viko Ca\ws 
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She dreudf an iaterruption froia witliouti 
Slnit with her own condition, and the n>ete 
Intense aha gizes, ttill it chaioia the more. 

No man U happj tiU he Ibinks on eirth MS 

Tliera breathes not > more bsppy thsn himself: 
Then envy dici, ind love o'erflowB on sU ; 
Ani] love o'erflDwing makes an uigol here- 
Such angels all, entitled to repoae 939 
On Hio who goTOras fate. Though tempest ftoOB*, 
Thoagh Nature ■bakes, ho« soft tu lean on HesreAl 
To lean on Uim on whotn aicbingeU lean 1 
Wilk inward ejee, njid silent as the grave. 
The; Bland collectiag every beam of thought, 
Till theii heuts kindle with diTBie delight ; MS 
For all their thoagfils, like aiigels, seen of old 
In Israeri dnam, come fcora, and go to heaven ; 
HiJitCa are they studious of BOqiiestec'd sccnea. 
While noise and diaripation conifbrt Uks. 

Were all men happy, reveltiogs voold CMM, OSO 
That opiat* for inquietude within. 
Loicnao '. never man was truly bless'd. 
But it composed and gave him such a cast, 
Aa Folly might mistake for want of joy; 
A cast, unlike the triuruph of the proud ; 9tiC 

A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philandet's spring ! 
A string perennial, rising in the bisaM, 
And permtment as pure ! no turbid HreaM 
Of rapturous exultation, swelUng high, MA 

Which, like land-floods, impetuons pour a W^le, 
Then sink at oace, and leave ua in the mire. 
V/iiat does the man who transient joy prefers > 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the stream f 

Vain are all sudden sslUes of delight, 9M 



^s 
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Sliis there is iv>ne but unprecaripus bliss : 

lliai is the gcm^ sell all, and purchase that. " . 

Why go a-begging to contingencies, 970 

Not gain'd with eaiso, nor safely loved, if gain'd ? 

At good fortaitons draw back, and pause ; 

Suspeet it ; what thou canst ensure, enjoy ; 

Aiid noaght, but what thou givedt thyself, is sore. 

Reason' perpetuates joy that Reason gives, 975 

And makes it as immortal, a^ herself: 

To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, conscious Worth ! should absolutely teign^ 
And other ji^s ask leave for their approach, 
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtiain. 980 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, luid perish in intestine broils ; 
Nor the least pjromise of internal peace I 
No boBom-comfort ! or uhbbrrow'd bliss ! 
Thy thoughts' are vagabonds ; all outward-bound, 985 ' 
Mid sands, and rocks, and storms, to cruise for pleasure ; 
If gain'd, dear-bought ; and better miss'd than gain'd. . 
Mach pain must expiate what much pain procured, 
Fancy and Sense, from an infected shore. 
Thy car;go bring, and pertilence the prize, 990 

Then such thy thirst, (insatiable thirst, 
By fond indulgence but inflamed the more) 
Fkncy still cruises, when poor Sense'is tired. 

Imagination is the Paphian shop , ' 

Where feeble Happiness, like Vulcan, lajne, 995 

Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess, 

And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires) 

With' wanton art, those fatal arrows form, 

Which murder^all thy time, healtli, wealth, and fame. ' 

Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there are. . 

On angel- wing, descending from above ; lOOl . 

Which tiiese, with art divine, would counter -work, . .. . 

And form celeatial armour for thy petite. 

Jn this is seen Imagination^B guWl *, 
17 y 
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But who cm eoant hur dllies ? sho batnya tbM, I( 

To tliink in ^andani there i> >oinethiiTg gioaL 

P*r iTDrki of cnrioui art, and ancient &aie. 

Thy genlm hjuigen, elagsiitly p«tn'd, 

And foreign cHmes mniit cater for thj taate. 

Hence, wliat diiBstor !-~Thoiigh the price wai paii 

That pmncutlnf prieM, the Turk of Rome, U 

Whose foot, (je godn !) though cIotsd, most bs kiei 

Detain'd tfaj dinner an the Latian ibora ; 

(Such is the fiUe of hooAst Proteetanta !) 

And poor Magnificence is stirred to death. ]( 

Hence just resentment, indignation, ire! — ■ 

B« pacified ; if outnard things are great, 

Tis magnanucitj great things to bcoid ; 

Pompous expenses, and parades angnit. 

And courts, that insalabrious soil to peace. , U 

Trae bapptnes^ ne'er enter'd at an eye ; 

Ttne happiness resides in things miHeen. 

No ranilea of Fortune ever bleas'd the bad. 

Nor eon her frowns rob Innocence of jojs ; 

That jewel wanting , triple crowns are poor : K 

So tell his Holiness, and be revenged. 

Pkasure, we both sgrefi, is man's chief good; 
Onr only contest, what ileservea the name. 
Give Pleasure's nune to nought but what hks pass' 
The' authentic leml of Reason (which, like Yotle, It 
Dsmura on what it pauses) and defies 
The tooth of Time ; wban pass'd, a plensitre stai : 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 
And douUj to be prized, as it promotes 
' Our fiiturc, while it forms our present joy, U 

Seine joys the Aiture overcast, and soma 
Thro« tU tlKir beams that way, and gild tbe tomb. 
Same joys endear eternity ; some give 
Abhorr'd Anaihilation dreadful charms. 
Ar» riraljoya contending for thj cWnco J 1( 

Cootah thy whole eiisterree, fcnd\« »»fc-. 
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oraele will put all doabt to flight. 
t is tlie l^Mon, though my lecture long ; . . 
grood* — and let Ueaven answer for the rest I 
i, with a sigh o'er all mankind, I grant| 1045 
is our day of proof, our land of h<^e, . 
good man has his clouds that intervene *, 
ds that obsoure his sublunary day, 
lever conquer : e'en the bett must own, 
ince and Resignation are the pUlats . 1050 

Oman peace on earth : the pillars these, 
;ho0e 6f Bbth not more remote from thee, 
fhis heroic lesson thou hast leam'd, 
rown at pleasure, and to nnile in ptin. 
I at the jMTOi^ct of unclouded bliss, 1005 

ren in reversion, like the Sun, as yet 
ath ^he' horizon, cheers us in this world ; 
Bds, on souls snscoptible of light, 
glorious dawn of our eternal day. 
*his (says Lorenzo) is the fair harangue ! 10(iO 
can harangues blow back strong Nature's stifeam^ 
tern the tide Heavdii puskcs through our vcin4, 
th sweeps away man'c impotent resolves, 
lays his labour level with the world ?' 
lemselves men r.iake their ec^^ment on mankind, 
think nought is, but what they find at home : 1060 
B weakness to chimera turns the truth, 
ling romantic has the Muse prescribed, 
re,* Lorenzo saw tlio man of earth, 
mortal man, and wretched was the sight. 1070 
lalance that, to comfort and exalt, 

see the man immortal : him, i mean, 
», lives as such ; whose heart, full bent on Heaven^ 
IS all tliat way, his bias to the stars, 
world's dark shades, in contrast set, shall raise 
lustre more ; though bright, without.a foil : 1070 
)rve his awful portrait, and admire \ 
itop at ivpnder; imitate, and Y\\«. 

* In a former 'k^\^\\V. 
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Some uigel goide xaj poncil, wbila I <lrai4, 
WhU Qothiug leu Uum angel ciui eiceed, 
A man on eutb devoted Lo the skies ; 
Like shipi in aeat, niiile in, above Uie wmhl 
' With upciil mild, anil elovited eye, 
Beiiold him eekted on a mount leieDB, 
Above tbe foga of Sense, utd Fuiioa'e Btorm '; 
All the bliwk cues and tuinulU of this liie, 
Iiike inumlssB thunders, breaking at hie feet, 
Excite hii pity, not i[n]iaiT his peace. 
Earth '< genuine boqs, the sceptreil aod the slaTe 
A mingled loob 1 a trandering herd ! he sees, 1 
Bewilder d in the Tide; in all unlike ! 
Hi* full ceversQ in all ! what higher praise ? 
What etroogor demonaltalion of the right f 

The presaat all their care, the future hia. , 
When pahlic welfare calla, or private want, ] 

Thej give to Famo ; hia bounty ha conoeala. 
Their virtues varnmh Nature, hia exalt. 
Mankind'! eateem Ibey court, and he his own. 
ThaiM the wild chase of false relicitiea ; 
Hii, the composed poaseasiori of the true. 1 

Alike throughout is iiis oonoiatent peace, 
All of one colonr, Uid an even thread ; 
While part;- Colo or'd shreds of happiness. 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A iniduian'B robo ; each putT of Fortune blows 1 
The tatters by, and showB their nakedneaa. 

He aees with other oyea than tlmira : whore the; 
Behold a sun, he epies a Deitr. 
What makea Ihem only amile, makes him adore. 
. Where thoj sea mountains, ho hut atoms eees. 1 
An empire, in his batanco, weighs a grain. 
They things torrcstrial worship as divine ; 
His hupoB, immortal, blow them by as dust 
Thai dima hia sight, and shoiteas liis sarvty, 
fViicJi Jcags, in infinite, to loaa niWmuni. 
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He Iftys aside to find his dignity ; 

No dignity they find in aught besides. 

They triumph m externals, (which conceal 

Man*s real glory) proud of an eclipse : 1120 

Himcelf too much he prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 

Too dear he holds his interest to neglect 

Another *8 weHare, or his right invado 

Their interest, like a Met. lives on prey. 1135 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on IIe6,ven, 

Nor stomps to think his injurer his foe : 

Nought but what woutv:*^ bis virtue pounds h» peace 

A cover *dJieart their character defends ; 1130 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praix* 

With nakednes£t his innocence agrees, 

While their broad foliage testific ^eir fall. 

Their no joys end where his full feast begins ; 

His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss. 11Z& 

To triumph In existence his alone ; 

Aud his alone triumphantly to think 

His true existence is not yet begun. 

His glorious course was, yesterday, complieite ; 

Death then was welcome ; yet Jlfe still is sweet. 1140^ 
But nothing charms Lorenze like the firm 

l^nddonted breast. — And whose is that high prdtie ? 

They yield to pleasure, though they danger brard, 

And show no fortitude but in the field ; 

if there they show it, *tis for glory shown ; 1146 

Nor will that cordial always man their hearfi. 

A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail : 

By pleasure unsubdued, nnbroke by pain. 

He shares in that Omnipotence he trusts ; 

All bearing, ail attempting, till he fall ; 1150 

And when he falls, writes Vici on liis shield. 

From oiagnRDimity all fear above *, 
JVoirt ngbler recompense abovo a^ppVaxiao, 
Which owes to man's shott oui\ooW aSL\\.% OwKtTCA. 
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Ilacknaiil to credit whit be never felt, 1 

Lorenzo ctiee, — < Whero uliinea this miracls .' 
fcam wliat root [ise)_tlii> immnrtKl rnaji ?' — 
A lool thdt grow* not in Lorenzo'j ground : 
The root disBCct, nor wonder at the flower- 
He follows Nature (not like thee)* and shows na 
An uninvortcd syslotn of s man, 1 

Ilia appetite wears Reason's golden chain, 
And fiiids, in due rcbtmint, ita Imury. 
His paaaiun, like an eagle well rcclaim'd, 
la iBiight to flj at nought but infinite, I 

Patient hia hops, unntixioua is his care, 
Hia caution fenrlosa, and hia grier<if grief 
The goda ordain) a Btrungor to deipaii. 
And why ? — because affection, more than meet. 
Ilia wjadom leavsa not disengaged from Heaven. II 
Thoie secondary goods that smile on earth, 
He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 
Ttiey most the world enjoy who leaat admire. 
Hia understanding acapca the common cloud 
Of fameaiiriaing from (he boiling breast, II 

Hia bead is clear, because his heart is cool, 
Bj worldly competitions nninflamed. 
The moderate movements ofhia soal admit 
Distinct ideas, and matured aabate, 
An eye impartial, and an even scale ; I] 

Whence judgment sound and unrepcnting choice. 
ThuB, in a double aenae, the good are wise ; 
On ita own dunghill wiser than the world. 
What, then, tho world ? it amil be doubly weak. 
Strange truth ! a^ soan would they believe their crw 
Tet Ihaa it is, nor otherwise can be, 11 

So far from aaght romantic wliat J aing ; 
HliBB has no being. Virtue has no 8trent;th, 
But from the proapBOl of immortal life. 
H^o think earth all, or (what. wetEVis vaA ^h« same 
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of its fancies, proud of its parades, 
thinks oarth nothing can't its charms admire ; 
n*t a foe, though most malignant, hate, 
se that hate would provo his greater foe. 1195 
ard for thom (jet who so loudly boast 
will to men ?) to love their dearest friend ; 
lay not he invade their good supreme, 
B the least jealousy turns iove to gall ? 
ines to them, that for a season shines : 1200 

ict, ench thought he questions ; * What its weight, 
lour what, a thousand ages hence .'*— 
rhut it there appears, he deems it now ; 
} pure are the recesses of his soul, 
odlike man has nothing to conceal ; 1205 

rtue, constitutionally deep, 
[abit's firmness, and Affection's flame : 
8, allied, descend to feed the fire, 
>eath, which others slays, makes him a god. 
I now, Lorenzo ! bigot of thi^ world ! 1210 

to disdain poor bigots, caught by Heaven ! 
by thy scorn, and be reduced to nought '. 
hat art thou .' — Thou boaster ! while thy glare, 
audy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
L broad mist, at distance, strikes us most, 12i5 
ike a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 
erit, like a mountain, on approach, 
> more, and rises nearer to the skies ; 
smisc now, and by possession, soon 
toon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 1220 

01 this thy just annihilation rise, 
zo I rise to something, by reply, 
rorld, thy client, listens and e2ipect8, 
ings to crown thee with immortal praise. — 
thou be silent ? no ; for wit is thine, 1225 

Vit talks most when least she has to say, 
leason interrupts not her caicet. 
5ay— that mists above the n\o\VTvV.^\tv^\V6^> 
'tb a thousand pleasantiicQ aiuu^^ *, 
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She 'U sparkle, puzzle, flutter, raise a dust, 123K 

And fly coaviction in the dust she raised. 
"^ Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taste ! 
'Tif precious as the vehicle of sense, 
But, as its substitute, a dire disease. 
P«rnicious talent ! flattered by the world, 123 

By the blind world, which thinks the taleat rare. 
Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds ; 
Paseion can give it ', sometime wine inspires 
The lucky flash ', and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs 12^ 

Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy rerxown 'twere well was this the worst ; 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee moro^ 
See Dulness, blundering on vivacities, 
Shakes her sage head at the calamity IS' 

Which has exposed, and let her down to l^ee. 
But Wisdom, awful Wisdom ! which inspects. 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers^ 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last, 
How rare ! in senates, synods, sought in^ vain ; 12 
Or if tlicre found, 'tis sacred to the few; 
While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, Wit. In civil life 
Wit makes an enterpriser, Sense «i man. 
Wit hates authority, commotion loves, 12 

Ajid thinks herself the iightning of the storm. 
In states 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death. 
Sh^W Wit turn Christian when the dull believe ? 
Sense is our helmet, Wit is but the plume ; 
The plume exposes, 'tis our helmet saves. 12 

Sense is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound ; 
When cut by Wit it casts a brighter beam ; 
Yet Wit apart, it is a diamond still. 
Wit, widow'd of good sense, is worse than nqught; 
It hoii^ts more sail to run against a rock. 31 

Thus a half Chesterfield is quite xl feo\^ 
yVJiom dull fcols scorn "Hid bless V.Wvt ^«xiX eJl V^ 
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rainous the rock I warn thee shun, 
lirens sit, to sing thee to thy fitte ! ' 

^hich oor reason bears no part, 127d 

sorrow, tickling ere it stings, 
the cooings of the world allure thee ; 
>/ her lOTem ever ^and her tnxe^ 
of thiB bad world who little know :— 
, we much must know her, to be safe. 1275 
r the world, not love her, is thy point ;. 
»8 but little, nor that little long. 
1, 1 grant, a ttiumph of the pnlsie, ' ' 

of spirits, a mere froth of joy, ' ' 

ightless agitation's idle child, * 1380 

.ntles high, that sparkles, and expires,' 
the spul more vapid than befbre ; 
inl oration ! such ad holds 
nerce with onr reason, bat subsists 
IS, through the well toned tubes, well strain 'd"; 
lachine ! scarce ever tuned aright ; - £286 
m it jars — ^thy sirens sing no more ; - • 
ce is done ; the dbmi-god is thrown 
potheosis !) beneath the ittan, 
'd gloom immersed, or fell despair. ISStt 

ou yet didl enough despair to dread, 
tie at destruction ? if thou art, 
I buckler, take it to the field ; 
of battle is this mortal life !) . 
tnge^ threatens, lay it*on thy heart, 1295 

sentence proof against the world, 
ody, fortune ; every good pertains 
>f these ; but prize not 'all alike ; * 
dsof fortune to thy body's hciJtli, - ' 
soul, and soul submit- ttr God;* • ' • 1300 
thou bniid lasting happiness ? do this i 
erted pyramid can nev6t stand. * - -..' 

trath doubtfbl > it t)TitBteBWl \!Si%^>a.^^ - ;" ^ 
Son slrihes not but to Bliow^'«»^t>w»> '*"' 
e hgran of mankind on Qat\\i\ "^^ 

18 
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And yet — yet what? No news I mankind isjmad i • 

8aeh mighty, anmbers list gainst the right, 

4A^d what can't numbers, when bewitch'dy.achieye !) 

They talk themselves to something ^ike belief 

That all earth's joys ait) theirs j as Athens' fool 1310 

Grinn'd irom the port, on every sail his own. 

They grin^ but wherefore ? and. How long, the laugh? 
^a\f ignorance their mirtlw a-iid 1^1^ a^^io. ' , 
To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, Uiey ^ile : 
Hard either task t the most abandoned own ... 131^ 
That others, if abandoned,, are undone : 
Then for themselves, the moment Reason wakes, 
,( Aod Providence denies it long repose) , 

O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spieeii, ,1320 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce, 
And pump sad laughter till the curtain falls.. 
Scarce did I say ? some cannot sit it out ; ^. . 
Ofb their own dariqg hands the curtain draw, , .. 
And show us what their Joy by their despair. i^ 

The clotted hair ! gored breast ! blaspheming eye| 
Its impious fury s^ alive in death ! • 
fSbnt, shut the shocking scene. — But Heavon denies ; 
A cover to such guilt, and so should man. 
Look ronnd, Lorenzo ! see tlie reeking blade, . 1330 
The' cnvenom'd phial, i^nd the fatal b^l;.. .. . r 

The strangling cord, and sufibcating stream ; 
The loaUisome rottenness, and foul decay,9» 
From raging riot, (slower suicides '-) 
And pride in these, more execrable stiU ! , .1335 

How horrid all to thought !-r*^but horrgrsj these^ r 
That vouch the truth, and aid fny feeble sqipl^.,. , 

From vice, souse, fanpy, no man can be bleesd . 
Bliss is too great to lodge within an hoyx : • 
When an imxiiort%l beiog aio^s at bUsa, • , 1340 

Duniio^ IB 0iW€ffltial to thi^ ig^paft. .. ^ 
O fcr a. joy frofjti xt^sbn \ j(;»y feom \ix^V ^ 
^jhJcJj znAJces jnan man, aad, ^x^xov*^^ ^}V=^*^ . ^ 
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Will make him more : a boantebtts joy ! that i^ires 
And promised ; that weares, with art divine, 1345 
The richest prospect into pi^ent peace : * 
A joy ambifioirs ! joy in common held 
With thtoxiee ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy hi^h-^prrrileged fVom chance, time, death ! 
A joy wMoh death shall doable, judgment crown ! 
Crown'diMgi^, and still higher, at each stag^, 13^^ 
Through blessM Bit^eirnity's long day, yet still 
Not more jemote- from sorrow than from him, 
Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours 
So mueh of Deity on guilty dust. 1355 

There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there, 
Where not thy presence can improve my bliss ! ' ' 

AiFects not this the sages of the wo^ld ? ' ^ 

Can nought affect them, but what fools them too .^ '" ' 
Eternity, depending on an hour; * 198^ 

Makes serious thought man's wisdom, joy, and pfaisls. 
Nor need' you blush (though soinetimes your dosigiis '' 
May -shun the light) at your designs on Heaven ; 
Sole point ! where overbashful is your blame. ;*'; 

Are you not wise ^-^you 1cnbw you are t yet hear'1969 
One truth, ssi^id your numerous schemes mislaidi ; ; 
Or^erlook'd, or thrown etside, if seen ; " * 

* Our sfchemeflT^ plan by this world, or the nsit; •* 
Is the sole diff^ence between wise and fool.* • ' ' ;^ 
All worthy men will^wteigh you in this scaler ' 1370, 
What wonder then, if they pronounce you light ? ' 
ik ibbif esteem' alone riot worth yo\ir care ? '[ 

Accept my simple scheme ^of common sense, ' - -■ «=« 
Tbdi save ybur fame, and make two worlds your bWtt^ 
The world'fcplies not j-^ut tho World persists j I3t5'; 
And puts the Cause off tb' the longest day, 
Plaftmng evasions for the" "day of doom : 
So far, at that rehearing, from redress, 
Tbey then tarn vi^tnesses agam^ \.Yi«traM^^«%.- 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wise to-xtiarcQ^ . "^^ 
^n9te, haste ' a man, by iiatUT©/\» \Tv\\Bk»X»\ 



908 THE COMPLAlItT. h. niL 

For vho iImU uuwei C>t aiuither \ufai ? 
'TU biglil; prudeBt to make ooa xuce friMid, 
And th&t tliou. cuiit oat do, tiua lide' the Bkiaa. 

YeKinBofE&ithl (hot wiUiof tabemore!) 1^ 
Knee verM 7011 think iront prieatciaft aoiuewliat fivft 
Thai, ID an age bo gay, tlie Mum plain tinUu 
(Truths whicli, at chiucli, you minhtbavs hetidinprow) 
IfaM TeuturtMl into 'igbt, well pleased the totmi 
Should bo forgot, if jou the trutiu retaia, 1390 

And crown her with your waUare, not your pnuM- 
But piaiae alie need not ienr : 1 see nj iate. 
And lieadlong laap, libe Curtliu, down the gutC 
Since mai^ an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Maat die, and die unwept ; O thou miuate 1^ 

Devoted page ! go forth among thj foea ; 
Oo, (loblf pioud of martjrdom focliutb, 
A>d-die a double doath : mankind, incensed, 
Deniei thee long to live ; nor ahait thou rest 
WJian thou art daod ; in S^giaa shada* WWgB'4 
Bf Lucifer, as traitor to hia throne, 14(4 

And bold hUt^hemer of hi* ftiend,^-tlie WoildJ 
"l^^-nnild, whoae legions coat him floadiir f^. 
And volunfeers around liis bannsi swub) } 
Fmdent, aa Pnusia in her zeal fin Gaul. MV 

' Are alt, then, toohi' Xdrenao cries^i-'TMi, «J) - 
But such as hold ttuM doctiine (new to tlMe,) 
' fhf mntheT of triui wisdom is the will 1' 
The noblest injtellect, a fool withopt )L 
World-wlsdam m^b baa doo^, and more nay 4a, h^l): 
In arti andjuiences, in wai««ed psoce ; 
But *ft -and scienca, like thj wealth, Kill U**« th»#, 
A«d fnske tbee twice a beggar at thj tteath. 
This is the moat indulgence can afford/-' 
' Tbj wisdom all can do but — make thee nisa.' 1415 
I 'ur think this caiiauie ia severe on thee : 
SmUd, thy, oiMalei, 1 daie caU il Ctanc*. 
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7— Falls contraria fata rc{)cndcM. Vlrg. ' * 

. ■ - . ' ■■. ■ ..'■•' 

As when a^inmUM^'-a long^iiay p«s»'d : 
JitpamfiblMMek4if what lie canluytfivid^ . ut. 

At night's appMaeb, ocf&ienl with: the iwzt coi» ; ' l > 
There rominatee « wbUeliie labour lest ; : c»a . 

Then* cheers 2Ss heart with. what hisiatei afiMii .^ 
And chants his sannsit to desisimvtbe tune, - / 

fiU the du» season oaUs him to repose i . .\ ■. \ 

Thus X| loBf tamwel'd is the:irafrs iof men^ : > . : w < 
And dancing:^ with the xoet, the giddy mase, . . >. : ' 
Where DisapiHHAtineht snilas at Hope's eoreiBy; 49 
Wam'd by the languor of life'a evening say, . ; > 
ax length hsvo'hoosod me in an hiteibl* sltfdy; . * 
Where, futnro wanderng banished inaa my^. thovghl, ! 
And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest^ :.- 
I efasjo the momsnts with, a senaoa aoni^ . 1& 

Smtffidoiibm our paim,. and age has i^a^na \.o «w^«> • 
; . When age, care;.crtiiiieyaiid&ien!te«xc!^ntMB«^«!l^^ 
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Tivn from loy blaxliiig biaut, uid deUh'a itik ihwU, 

WbiEb haven o'er ma, qnendi tha' etluml fin, 

CanM thou, O Night ! indalgo ono labonr mot* ? 20 

On* UbMU >aw^ indulf s ! tktm ^f, 07 ttni* f 

Till, haply, wakea ty Kaphael'i golden lyte, - 

Where niffht, death, age,.otxe, ^"iib, and mrow cmm, 

To beu a put in eveilaiting liyg j 

Though far, fu highw pet ; at wpi, I trust, 9G 

Sjmphoniaui to this humble pieludp here. 

Hui not the Muse aswrtatpleiuiueB pur«. 
Like those ftboT.o, Uf lading fDvrx^? 
Weigh what was urged, LoTouzo ; fairlj weigh, 
And tefi me, hut theo cmne talriumph StS i W 

I think thtia wilt -foAtitx a hmst so hoM ; 
Bat if, beneath th^ &yaia ofmiatake, 
ThjF (mile's sineere ; aot more sincere can be 
Lmenio's nnile,lhsn B17 eoHipMNOB Arban. 
The sick in body caU fi>r ^A the sick 3i 

in mlndjuv covetaua of mfire diseve j 
And, wheU-Ot woist, tbey dieun themselves quite well. 
To know ouiielves diseased is half oui curs. 
When Nature's Hash hj Cnriom i« dt^aIii^ -_ !. 

And Cmtscie i^ i tlJ eJ nn^ itj rcpelteJ Kwtw, tt 

The curse of cOfeesesMtMuuMlAlDMr, .. :. .' 

VotjkMnpbinifaeblUikwHHofnirgiiik 

(As Indiaiu^larf in-tjK.dnfedt jot,) 

And throw aside uur.seiBBi wtfh our pMcc . 4 

Bnt, grantDO guilt, oDrsbaiaa, no Jtait tHoir^ 
Grant joy.es^^;!^/ giale uasBUiMjtlniw ; < 
Tkt, ■tiU,.it4li.<taMnras LoDiwuilslMMt. 
Nnjiij iiiiKfc-irj uliltei«iiiiiHfiiaig.)il. 
But, thrdngli tbe.thia rpeMitkm of an h««H^ H 

I,t««gaaa^taann>Te%JBati)v.;. - - ' 

And that iaaamnrfandimi, thiaiu sksMW i 
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Hoir many tie^fh vho ^pt ^he frQfl4 aw»|e9 

WHh Ittfltre and mJ^ poif» ! jE^ Dea;th f)srpcl$aip'4 *> 

A trace, pui^ %W)g ^ip Jitted lance ^ high i* ^ 

*Tm bra]i^l4«^'4:a4U} nor^iaU tbjd jxp^ev/tfp^x 

Be mc^.tf|i]tcjkoi^ of 4tar hujoiaa le«^ 

fir spread, of ^^l^litg^, atfanmex iaU. •-; . ^ 

Bttt ney^lffa:y»wMBiefttBtp woke the thfi^^| > 
Lift'a gayest ^fpefluep fpeajc jnaa'a mprtaiit^,^ * ^ . . ^ 
Tiwogb jfe ,fi tfigie viote ftjwd, fu^l as .plaia * . I ; '* 

4ig|iiiaiMoleq|||^j9;r«Aid|iyaad^ifnbp^ : : .! 

VfhaX are lyiyvfioU^it ^naxQ^enW, but Doatha .. -* 
Tont'd 09^9(Rffa.^^ife,,iH poiatorona ; .. 

The ]9m]^:^t#lBfdis^T.4ps, pr t|M» featured «tptt«ui* ~ 7^- 

Our fiithari gr;^, pr ^Uiji^r ha^t, Uto fK»eQe^ , -/ 

I^jf peoples ^.p^u»BCfri|in the dead. . - -^ 

Far from it; 4he^ jiiiMeiat .us w,ith a-aticoiufljj. . > . * 
Aad ta|lM^ 4eal(|i, like ^riuida o'er a gr%vp . . ■ fi-. 
As some bphtplup^^r^r"'^]' hurted wea]^ . _ < ^ 
IKe ransack tpfs^/or p^Athne i from-the dual . ; ^ .. . • 
Call up Ag;j|1Hi^1Hr h&l?o ; bid him U«ni4 
The scene for oar ammieineiit.. Haw like ^^o^ds r" 

We sit; and, wrapped in ^ma^rtalitV', .„.;^. 

Shed generoas4«lja^ on ^^tehoB bora to^ die ; r,. y 

. What all ilia popafis^a^ Itriiunphs of,t>or liy^^i ■ . r 

-'qiBWjf|nt.iff9yW*>t»<ldjr»qilt ip ^<w>ti#g» . . #&■ 

Prom Iriendi iutfiiff}!^k^m9'^^^<^\^m^yf^t ,t.," 
J4t9 other wor]^s,.|^e.^t»%afHlat«qn yie«^^Q^^ ' * 

Uke (|||hfir«ii^nnM>rtMUiwe^0Ml^ . , » 

Oar prf«»t|rwiMa«,.ar>i®p«oaRW?)ff#^^.^ r, «. 

Lorenzo! sucjpi i^ .gillies of 4haffiKHrki ! - •■ JSifii 

lljl^e is tha,iiiU|^4bq^ibQ^,|^*i^ 
The 0pAde,4^plw^ 4i#lV^«b.,o\K 
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Troin h^min mould w« reap our dMlybreri.' 
Tha jfobe ■ronnd earth's boifcrwBnr&c* riuftsi,' '--St 
And if tho ceiling of her eloeping ibiii. -" "^"'^ 

0'*r dovmrtttlion »o blind rereb keep : 
Wiola buried towM inpportlie daoEOT'l tori. 
Ths mtAtt or human Frame tbe Sun erbaW ; 
Windi Kattor, tbrcm^ tfie mighty Ttnd, the dry : ' 
£inh repouetsea part of vbit At ga*v, lOt 

And tha ftoed Bptrit mounts on win^ of flra ; 
Each elaniant partakes ourseattlir'd epbOa^ ' -*' ■ 

Aa Nature wide our roini ipreiid. Man*! doMi ' '' - 
lohabila all things, but the thouEht oTman. ''IW 

for man done ; liis breathing bust expim ; - • ' 

His tomL la mortal ; emptrei die : where, newt 
The Roman f Greek ? thej stalk, en empty «•»« f ' 
Tat few regard them in this uas^l ligtit'i ■■ . i..j 

Though half our learning ii their epitaph. ' TO 

Wben down thy vale, untock'd by mldni^ Utenght, 
That lovea to wander in thy sur^eas reelnia,- ' ' 

() Death! latretehmy Wew, what viatona ritel ■ -■'^■ 
What trittinphal toils imperial ! arts tlivine • - '• 

la wither'dUurels glide befbre my sight! '■'IlS 

What lengths of ftr famed agea, billoMMhil^ ' 
With homan agitanon, roll alon^ 
bi uiuubatsntial imBf^es of dr ! - ■ ■ 

The melsneboly ghosts of dead Ketiown, '■■'■■ 

Whi^MringfaiDtechomoniiewt^d'Bap^UtM) 'HO 
With penlt«ntEa] aspect, as tbey peai, 
An point at earth, and hiaa at hanan prMe;- '"' 

TEa wiadom of (be viae, and |iliiiintii£> iif tliir 4fnl' 

But, OLonnaol rartha-r«st abO*», - 
Of ghastly natare, and •norraons dxe, . ■- 1||^ 

, One fi>TM asMnlts my sight, and ctnlls my MdM, 
And shtkea my frame. Of one depbtvd World ' 
I sM the mighty shadow : o<wy wr««th 

And diKntl sea-weed crown h«t-. o*«ilHti''arek 
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-'a dits^itioiii soon, in flames : 
} CasModis, prophesies in vain : 
to many ; npt, I trust, to thee. 
now'st thou not, or art thou loath to knoir, 
at decree, th& counaol of the skies ? 13^ 

uid Cooflajj^ration, dreadful powers ! 
daisters of vengeance ! chained in caves 
t apart, the ^riaat furies roar ; 
r such their horrid rage for ruin, 140 

al conflict would they rise, and wage 
war, till one was quite devoured, 
for this ordain'd their boundless rag3 
^yeff*s inferix)r instruments ofwzxti^ 
aine, pdstilence, are '*?JUid too weak 146 

^« a worl4 for her e i^rsious oriines, 
e, let loose sitemap : down they rus^^ 
4 tempestuous, from t^' eteraal tlironf > 
esistihl^ cpmoa^sioa arm'd, 
Id, IB yaia porr^ts4, to df i^roy K ^?P 

tho% Lorfo^ ! what d^ends on iQAB ? 

of Nftttr«, as for xb|J)l hjer birth. 

.c^rs fii»9gp garth's trfmsitpry scfn$f , 

■j^ emotion gr<|aii with hnn^ guiU. 16^ 

St ft^roao, ii^ a new deluge whehn'dj, 

»f waters ! At the destined hpur> .1 

md trumpet summoned tp the c^rgei 

lefo^inidable sons fkf Are, 

B, ^arth9tta^9, cogvBtf» lightnings, pj^y 1^ 

rl|Ofi# ^y^^es : all »t w^p <lisgo]^ 

^g xnagazines ; and t«^e, by fiofrnx, 

: terrAstrisI citadel of nwiA.. 

I|r p^ipd ! when each ;nountain hoight ■■■ - ■ 

I Vesu-vius ; r^cks eternal pour iG6 

Ited mass, as rivers x>nce they pour'd^ . . . -^ 

\f, and £nal Jluin ilerc<$ly jiXi:V\«« ■ ^ l . . 

•Ashore o'er i^xeation I- — w\vi\fe viXqS\v 

^OAishment : ifoiore csiii>)«^ 



«14 THE CONSOLATION. ».ii. 

I"'ar other firiwamcnt than e'er wa« seen, !TO 

Than e'er was thought fay man ! far other atan* ' ; 
Stars animate y that govern these of fire ; .'!.'* 

Far other sun •.-—a Siin, O how nrilike 
The Babe at Bethlehem ! how unlike the Mtt ' 
That groan'd on Calvary !— yet He it is ; 1T5 

That Muo of fiorrows ! O how changed 1 what pomp 
In grandeur terrible all Heaven descends! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in hts train. 
A swifl archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and cloads that darken and- disgract IM 
The scene divine, eweeps stars and suns aside. 
And now, all droas removed, Heaven's own- [Aire day, 
Full on the confines of our ether flames, 
'While (dreadful contrast !) far, how far beneath f' 
Hell, bunting, belches forth -her blazing aeas IBS 

And storms sulphureous ; her ▼orscxouB jaws 
ISzpanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 
IiOfenzo ! welcome to this scene ; the last- - * ' ; 
In Nature's course, the first in Wisdom's thoogltt. 
This strikes; if aught can strike thee ; this awaJctor 190 
The most supine ; thn snatches man from- death. 
Rouse, roiise, Lorenzo^ Uien^ and follow me^ 
Where truth, ttie most momentous man can hear, "*': 
Loud caUs toy soul, and ardour wings her f^HJlai: 
I-find my inspiration in my theme: ~'." ^^ 

The grsjideur of my subject is my Bf oie. ^ 

At midnight, when mankind ir wrapp*d in ptedft,' 
And worldly Fancy leeds on goiden dreams, 
To give more dread to man's most dveadfbl hout ]'". ' 
At midnight, lie presumed, this pomp wifi btxrtt ' 'Wl 
From tenfold darknesa, sudden as the spark » . ' * 

From amitten steel ; from nitrous grain the blaifev: 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no inore! 
The day is broke, which never more shall olosel 
^^TVyXroaad, beneath, amazemetilfiSW 1i^ 

^(VTor mod glory joinM in ihevr «7[^.tem«a \ . 
Of*r God in flr^andeor, and out wot\4 otv^T%\ 
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i^sk^ing in the pangs of deeith I 
hear her ? dost thou not deplore 
ayulai^s, and her final groan? .21^ 

now ? Ah me t the ground is gone 
itood, Lorenzo ! while thou xnayst^ 
Srni aupport, or sink for eyeri 
from whence ? Vain hope I it is too latp ! 
f ibr shelteri shall the guilty fly, S15 
^tion turns the good man pale .1 . 
for which all other days were made ; 
th rose from Chaos, man from earth, . 
y, the date of gods, 

po<Nr earth-croated man ! 220 

Iread, decision, and despair i . 
thee «ach sublunary wish 
(er grasp, and drops the world, 
i each reed of hope in Heaven, 
thee ! — and art thou absent then I . 23$ 

tie^ here ;— it is begun ;— 
an the grand assize, 
: deputed C<«seieace scales 
lunal, and forestals our doom ; 
, by forestalling, proves it sure. 230 

>lf should man void judgment pass ? 
lauglilng at her sons ? 
ice sent, her sentence will eupport, 
e assort that God in man. e^, VV' i 2i. 
sy they ! thai enter now the court-. 23$ 
in their boaems : but how rare, 
nagmmimity, how rare ! 
10 the man who stands himself; 
meet his naked heart alone ; 
.c«pld the full ckarge it hi lags, 241 

knee iVituro munnurs there i 
iis^ aad, flyingi is ua4eii9. ■■ \ 

WMid .' nt> :) iho oo^tx^ ^^«a s. - 

truth y with Y'xWjt. 'c.^'i^^J^^>r ^^^ 
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Difsolves the court, and mingles with thft t]tf^(Mig i 
Asyltmi Rid ! from Reason, Hope, and Htr^yHtt. 
' Shall ail but man look oat with turdMhi hjm 
For that great day which wa» ordain'd for ttUUI f • 
6 day 6f consunuiiation! mark supremd S( 

(If men are wise) of hamdti thott^^t ! not to«kl 
Or in tlie sight of angols, or their King ! 
Angels, whose radiant eircles, lieigii't o'A httifbt, 
Order o^or order rining, blaz^ o'er blaze, 
As'in a tlieatre, surround this scelie, $1 

Intent on man, and anxious for hie iate< 
Angels look out for thee ; ^r theo, th^r Lord, 
To rindicate his glory ; and for the¥ 
Creation universal calls aloud 
To disinvolvc the moral worldj and give 91 

To Nature's renovation brighter charing, ■■ ■'• 

Shall man alono, whose fate, wlkMM^'ftiiad ial6y 
ffithgs on that hour, exclude it from Ms ihaagfAf 
I think of nothhig* else ; I see ! I feel it ! 
All Nature, like an earthquake, trembllo^ rOttdd! di 
All deities, Hke summer's swarms, im' wing •«' 
All basking In tho full meridian blase !— 
i ste tlie jVl^e enthroned ! ttte flami'fig gtt«rdl 
The volttct o^n'd ! open'd every lieart ! .' 
A sunbeam pointihw out etioh ^M^et t&ought *■ JR 
No pallida ! !ntferces30i*B<5*4* now pkaar\A 
The sweet, th€ element, mediat^rksl iidWr t ' 
For g^ilt no phbfl lo^ |Nli4i 4to ^^i!^ ! tto botmdl 
Inexorabfo*!!* tthd-iil<**«*Wti^1 ; . - : ♦. . . 

' Nor man aloiio .: the fbfe ©f Gf»St tttkd m^, : « . X! 
From his dark den^ ^ht^pfaemitt^/ <lrfifg«:||&»4iniiir 
And rears liis ^aften front, with thoudor^^tfoiaT^ . 
deceives &ls senteivc^, ««vd.b($gind hUJi^tt, •: f.- .^. 
All Tcngean^fe past, hO¥^, 8G«ini^b«iuAitat ^gtkem. .< ..• 
jLike meteors In % ist^^rttifrtkif^ bbw rott't : > - : 2 <Si 
Hhf b&leful ^y*9 1 1ft ^^f Ms \v\tt»m Ava^rwA^ - - .» 
v47itf tf^f^hi 4C ih4»^ irM> motxl^tt£\4fifaJl. 

* "TSBpfBB^iit to my thwi2ht\— *tvii'J'«^'*f^^^^'* 
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n*t tell mc ; angels cannot guess 

i, from created beings lock'd 235 

IS ; but the process and the place 

Dscure ; for these may man inquire. 

great close of human hopes and fears ! 

of hearts ! great finisher of fates ! 

! and great beginning ! say, where art thou ? 

a time, or in eternity ? 201 

rnity nor time I find thee : 

two monarchs, on their borders meet, 

of all elajpsed or unarrived !) 
te, how best their powers allied 295 

the grandeur, or discharge the wrath 
)om both their monarchies obey, 
is vast fabric for him built (and dooiD*d 
to fall) now bursting o'er his head, 
JiQ Sun, extinguish 'd, from beneath 300 
of hideous darkness calls his sons 

long sluinber, from earth's heaving womb, 
birth ' contemporary throng ! 
>no oall) upstarted from one bed, 
»no crowd, appall'd with one amaze, 305 
lora or'er, Eternity ! to thee : 
ktiig deposed disdains to live) 
his own scythe, nor falls alone ; 
t foe falls with him ; Time, and he 
sr'd all Time's offspring, Death, expire. 310 
3 ! Eternity now reigns alone ! 
nity ! offended queen ! 
lentment to mankind how just ! 
ntent, soliciting access, 
las she knoc^'d at human hearts ! 315 

ly their hospitality, 
jall'd ! and with the voic3 of God ! 
lulse, excluded as a cheat ! 
irhile foulest foes found welcome iUetcA 
ibeatf now all things bul Vvfti ^tmXa. *5^ 
[?r twice ten thousand g^vVe* V\vxo^^:;^^^*^» 
ID 
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A> thrica fiom Indus to the frozen pole, 

WiUi benneri itTQuming as tha comBl'i blue, 

And clarions loader than tbe deep in stoTmi, 

SoDorou* u immorUl brealli con blow, 

Pout forlli Ibeir iDTiiads, polenUtes, and powan, 

Oriigbt, of daiknees, in a midiHe field, 

V^ide as creatioii ! populous as wide ! 

A tunitTKl region '. there to murk the' event 

Ofthsl gcest drums, whose preueding acenel 

Detaio'd tbsm close spcctUors, tbrough a length 

Of >2eE, ripening to this grand result ; Ji^ 

Age* Bs ;et u inumber'd but by Qod, I 

Who now, pranoancing sentence, vindicates ■, 

The righU of virtua, and his own renown. 335 I 

Eto' nity, the virioua sentence pass'd, 1 

Asaigns the sevep'd throng distinct abodes, ( 

Sutpbureoua or ambrosia]. What ensues ? \ 

The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! , 

Wliicli makes a licll ol' liell, a heaven of hcaveg. 310 { 
The guddcES, with delerminod aspect, turns_ I 

Her adaniaDtine kfy's enorjnous siza j 

Througli Destiny's incxtiicable wards, I 

Deep driving every bult on both their fafs ; 
Tlien, from tlie crystal batUenients of heaven, 343 
Down, down slie hurls it through tbe dark picfonnd, 
Ten tliouaand tliousand fatJioin. there to rust. 
And oo'er unlock her reaolution tnoro. 
The deep resounds, and bell, through all her glooDs, 
Returns, in groans, the nielancholy roar. 3S0 

O how unlike the ehoiua of tbe skica 1 
O how unlike those alioula c>f joy, that shake 
Tlie whole ethereal ! Iiow the concave rings < 
Nor strange ! nhf n iloitlea their voice exalt ; 
And louder far thaa viixsu Creation rose, 355 

To see Creation'a godlike aim and end. 
So weV. accompViiih'd '. so d,t\mts\;j cVwiJ,'. 
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" No fancied God ; a God, indeed, descends, 360 

To solve all knots ; to strike the moral home ', 
To throw full day on darkest scenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole « 
Uence, in one peal of loud, eternal praise, 
The charm'd spectators thundej their applause, 365 
And the vast void beyond applause resounds. 
What then am I ?— 

Amidst applauding worlds, \ 
And worlds celestial, is there found on earth 
A peevish, dissonant, rebellious string. 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains ? 370 
Censure on thee, Lorenzo ! I suspend, 
And turn it on myself; how greatly due t 
All, all is right, by God ordain'd or done ; 
And who, but Crodf resumed the friends He gave ? 
And have I been complaining, then, so long ? 375 

Complaining of his favours, pain and death ? 
Who, without Pain'g advice, would e'er be good f 
Who,*without Death, but would be good in vain f 
Pain is to save from pain ; all punishment 
To make for peace ; and death to «ave from death ; 
And second death to guard immortal life ; 381 

To rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe^ 
And turn the tide of souls another way ) 
By the same tenderness divine ordain'd 
That planted Eden, and high-bloom 'd for man 385 
A fiiirer Eden^ endless, in the skies. 

Heaven gives us friends to bless the present scene ; 
^.esumes tben^, to prepare us for the nezl. 
All evils natural are moral goods ; 
All discipline indulgence, on the whole. 390 

None are unhappy ; all have causo to smile, 
But such as to themselves that cause deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains : 
Error in a«t, or judgment, is the scuic^ 
Of endless sighs. We sin ,^ or we mvat^Sife \ "^Sb- 

Aod Nature taxj when false o|\ituoix oXAxi^'a. 
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Let impious grief be banish'd, joy indulged ; 

But chiefly then, when Grief puts in her claim. 

Joy from the joyous frequently betrays, 

Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe, 400 

Joy amidst ills, corroborates, exajt* ; 

Tis joy and conquest ; joy and virtue too. 

A noble fortitude in ills delights 

Heaven, earth) ourselves ; 'tis duty, glory, peace ! 

Affliction is the good man's shining scene, 405 

Prosperity conceals his brightest rn.y. 

As night to stars, woe lustre gives to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the storm, 

And virtue in calamities, admire. 

The crown of nfanliood is a winter joy ; 41ft 

An evergreen that stands the northern blast, 

And blossoms in the rigour of our fate. 
'Tis a prime part of happiness, to know 

How much unhappiness must prove our lot ; 

A part which few possess ! I'll pay life's tax, 413^ 

Without ona rebel murmur, from this hour, <* 
Nor think it misery to be a man ; 
Who thii;iks it is, shall never be a god. 
Some ilia we wish for, when we wish to live. 

What spoke proud Passion.'* — ' Wish my being lost.'** 
Presumptuous ! blasphemous ! absurd ! And false ! 421, 
. The triumph of my soul is, — ^that I am ; 
And therefore that I may be — ^what .'' Lorenzo t 
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper still ; 
Unfathomably deep our treasure runs, 435 

In golden veins, through all eternity ' 
Ag^s, and ages, and succeeding still 
New agea, where this phanjtom of an hour, 
Which courts, each night, dull slumber for repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise, 430 
And fly thi'ouglf infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if deserved) by Heaven's redundant bve, 
Made liaif-adorable itself, adoTe \ 

* Referring lo \V\e F\rsv t^\^\A. 
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, in adoration, endless joy ! 
hou, not master of a moment liere, 43& 

the flower^ and fleeting as the gale, 
}ast a whole eternity, enrxcffd 
a kind Omnipotence cp n pour, 
iam fell, uo mortal uninspired 
r yet oonceived, or ever shall, 440 

id is God, how great (if good) is man. 
too largely from Heaven's love can hope, 
s hoped ho labours to secure. [Thee ; 

•there are none: All gracious! none from 
m full many ! Numerous is the race 445 

est ills, and those immortal too, 
'' Madness oo fair Liberty, 
s daughter, liell-debauch'd ! her hand alone 
destruction to the sons of men, 
r'd by thine ; high-wall'd with adamant, 450 
with terrors reaching to this world, 
Br'd with the thunders of thy law, 
bleats are mercies, whose injunctions guides, 
;, not restraining Reason's choice , 
Einctioiis, unavoidable resullg 455 

.ture's course, indulgently reveal'd ; 
jal'd, more dangerous, nor less sure, 
indulgent father warns his sons, 
, fly that ;' — nor always tells the cause ; 
o reward, as duty to his will, 460 

3t needful to their own repose. 
God cf wonders ! (if, thy love survey 'd, 
se the name of wonderful retains) 
3ks are these on which to build our trust ! 
s admit no blemish ; none I And ; 465 

lone, — ^That none is to be found : 
to soften Censure's hardy crime ; 
to palliate peevish Griefs complaint, 
e a thinony murmuring frouv \\\^ ^\vA.^ 
o jadgjoent call her judge. — ^\x^x^xw^\ ^^ 
ileus 7Vioe ; most for Uie *cvci^\ 

lb- 
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Her death'— ray own M hand— the fiery gulf, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent • 
It thunders ; — but it thunders to preserve ; 
It strengthens i^al it strihes ; its nholesomfl drmJ 
Averts the dreaded pail.- ita hideous groans P6 

Join heaven's sweet hatlclQJEiha in thy praise, 
Great Source of good alone ! how kind in all ! 
In voDgeance kind \ pain, death, Gehena, aave ! 

Thus, in thy world material, mighty Mind ! ^ 
Not that alone which solaces and ehiaes, 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praiie. 
The winter is as needful aa the spring ; 
The IbuDder as the sUn. A stagnate mass 
Of vapours breeds a poalilenlial air . ^S 

Nor more propllioue the FavoQian breeie 
To Nalure's lie alt h, than purifying storms. 
The dread volcano ministers to good ; 
ICD smoti>er'd HarasF might undermine the world. 
Loud iCtnas fi,!,ninaie in love to man ; 490 

Comets good omons are, when duly scann'd ; 
And, in their use, eclipses iesrn to shine. 

Man is responsible for ills receiveii ; 
Those wc call wretched are a chosen band, 
Compcll'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 4'' 

Amid niy list of blessings infinite 
Stand this the foremost, ' That my heart has bled.' 
'Tis Heaven's last effort of good will to man. 
When pain can't bless. Heaven quits us in desp&irl 
Who fails to grieve, when just occaaion calls, M 
Or grieves too much, deserves not to be btess'd ; 
Inhuman, or e^eminate, his hoarl. 
Reason absolves the grief which reason ends. 
May Heaven no'er trust my friend with happinem, 
Till it has taught him liew to bear it well 51 

By previous pain, and made it safe to amila r 
Sach smiles are mine, and bucIi may they remun, 
ffor hatard thoir exli.ictlon (iQiti esc^w. 
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My change of heart a change of style demands ; 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 510 

And makes a convert of my guilty song. 

As w&en o'erlabour'd, and inclined to breathe^ 
A panting traveller some rising ground, 
Some small ascent, has gain'd, he turns him rounds 
And measures with his eye the various vale, 515 

The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has paes*d, 
And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endeared by distance, nor affects more toil ; 
Thus I, though small, indeed^ is that ascent 
The Muse has gain'd, review the paths she trod, SSKV 
VarioHS, extensive, beaten but by few ; 
And, conscious of ber prudence in repose*. 
Pause, and with pleasure meditate an end, 
Though still remote j so fruitful is my theme. 
Through many a field of moral and divine 585 

The Muse has stray 'd, and much of sorrow seen 
In human ways, and much of false and vain, 
Which none who travel this bad road can miss. 
O'er friends deceased full heartily she wept ; 
Of love divine the wonders she display^ ; 530 

Proved man immortal ; show'd the source of joy ; 
The grand tribunal raised ; assigned the bounds 
Of human grief. In few, to close the whole, 
The moral Muso has shadow'd out a sketch. 
Though not in form, nor with a Raphael stroke, 535 
Of most our weakness needs believe or do, 
In this our lard of travail and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or project of tlie skies. 

What fhen remains P much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be discharged. These thoughts, O Night ! are thine ; 
From thee they came, like lovers* secret sighs, 541 
While others slept. So Cynthia (poets feign,) 
In shadows veil'd, sofl-sliding from her sphere. 
Her shepherd cheer'd ; of her etia.mo\it'^\«iia 
Than I of thee. — ^And art iViou bIVW wtwoxv%, ^s^'- 

Beneath whose brow, and hy wlao^e i>ftL,\««v^ 
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Imnutflsl Silence ■ where ahall I begin ? 
Where end .' or bow ■teal mane from the ipheiM 
To eootii their goddeu ! 

O ntajeatic Night ' 
Nature'! ^e&t uiceetor '. Daj'g elder-born < ! 

And fated lo survire the transient Sun ' 
Bj Diortals and immortals eoen with awe ! 
A ataiiy crown thj raven brow adorns, 
An azure tone thj waiat ; ctouda, in hsnfen'a loom 
Wrought through varteties of altape and ahade, f 
In ample' folds of draper; divine, 
Tbj flowing mantle form, and, hoaTCo thioughoal, 
Voluminougl; potir th; pompoui train : 
Thy gloomy grandeun (Nature's most august, 
Inspiring aspect '.) claim a gratefiil verae ; !■ 

Audi tike a Bab!a curtain starr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'or mj laboun past, shall close the acene. 

And what, O man '. eo worthy to be sung ? . 
What more prepaiei us for the songs of heaven .' 
Creation of arohangels la the theme ! t 

What to be anng so needful, what so well 
Csleitial joys prepare its to sustain I 
The soul of man, HU &es dsaign'd to aee 
Who gave these wonders to be seen by man, 
Hai here a previona scene of objects great ( 

On which to dwell ; to stretch to thai expanse 
or thought, to rise to thit exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 
And give her whole capacities that strength 
Which best may quality for final Joy. i 

The more our spirits are enlarged on earth, 
The deeper draught sliall they receive of heaven, [bl 

Heaven's King '. whose ftoe unveil't 
Rednndanl blisa ! which fills that mighty void 
The whole Creation leaves in human hearia ! 
Thou ! who didst touch the lip of Jetae's son, 
itMpp'd xa sweet cantempUVion dC Qmm &«&, 
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of thy works material the supreme - 
ittempt, assist ray daring song : 585 

ne from Earth's enclosure ; from the San*s 
3ted circle set my heart at large ; 
ite my spirit, give it range 
;h provinces of thought yet unexplored ; 
me, by this stupendous scaffolding, 590 

n's golden steps, to <}[iwh to Thee : 
me with art great Nature to control, 
read a lustre o'er the shades of night, 
hy kind assent ? and shall the Sun 
I at midnight, rising in my song ? 595 

izo ! come, and warm thee : thou, whose heart, 
little heart, is raoor'd within a nook 
obscure terrestrial, anchor weigh ; 
r ocean calls, a nobler port ; 
y pilot, I thy prosperous gale : 600 

thy voyage through yon azure main, 
ithout tempest, pirate, Took, or shore, 
ence thou mayst imgjcMl eternal wealth, 
ve to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold, 
vels dost thou boast o'er foreign realms ! €05 
ranger to the world ! thy tour begin ; 
r through Nature's universal orb> 
ielineates her whole chart at large, 
Lng souls, that sail among the spheres ; 
a how purblind, if unknown the whole. 61fi- 
cles spacious earthy then travels here, 
rn he never was from home before- 
ly Prometheus !* from thy pointed rock • 
ambition, if unchain'd, we'il mount ; 
mocently, steal celestial fire, 619 

ile our devotion at the stars ; 
hat shall not chain, but set thee free. 
, our atmosphere's intestine wars, 
>untain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
\e noHbern nests of feathered Bitf>^«<i .^^ 

♦See Night the EigVilh, p. \«a. 
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Tha blew cf thunders, and the flamiiig forge 

Tbtt fomu tba crooked lightning : 'bove the cnytt 

Where infant tempesta wait their growing wingii 

And tune their tender voices to that rem, 

Which KMin, perhaps, ehKll sbaka & guiltj world ; 6E 

Abon miwoQitrued omena of the skj, 

¥mr tnvel'd cometa' calculated blaze, 

Elance thy thought, and think of more than man : 

Tb; aool, till now oontrutvd, witlier'd, abraiik, 

Blighted by blaate of Earth'* unwholeaome air, S 

\ViU blosiam here ; apiead all her facoltiei 

To theae bright ardoari , every power unibld, 

And riae into aublimiliea (rf'thonght. 

SlaTB teafh, aa well aa ahins. At Natore'i birth 

Thua their commiauon ran. — ' Be kind to mas.' 1 

Where art thou, poor benighted traveller '. 

The atari will light thee, though the moon ahonld M. 

Whore art thou, more benighted '. more aatraj ! 

In ways immoral? the atara call thee back, 

And, if obej'd their coonael, aet thee right. 640 

Thia proapcct vast, what i> it ? — Weigh'd aright 
1 'Tia Natora'a aystem of divinity, 
I And every atudent of the uiglit inspires. 
i 'Tie elder Scriptare, writ by God'a own hand ; 
! Scripture authentic '. unootrupt by man, 645 

Lorenzo '. with iny radius (the rioh gift 
Of thought nocturnal) 111 point out to thea 
ICa various lessons ; some that m«y sarpriaa 
An unadept in mjiBtBiies of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her school, fiSO 

Nor thought to grow on planet or on star i 
Bulla, lions, iicorpiaita, monaters here we fei^. 
Ourselves more laoaatroua, not to see what hers 
Exista, indeed,— a leoture to mankind '. 

Wliat read we he^e ?-r-the' eiistance of a,God ? 6ii5 
Yes : and of o^ec beings, man above ', 
Xativea of elhei ', sons of h\g\iei c&imib'. 
And, H'iiat oiav movaLQteiu.o'a'vwi&^'CKnM, 
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Bternitj 18 written in the skies. 
And whose eternity ? — Lorenzo ! thine ; 660 

Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone. 
Virtue grows here ; here springs the sovereign cure 
Of almost every viMy but chiefly thine, 
^rath, pride, ambition, and impure desire. 

Lorenzo ! thou Canst wake at midnight too, 665 
Though lot on morals bent. Ambition^ Pleasure ! 
Those tyrants I for thee so lately fought,* 
Afford their harass'd slaves but slender rest. 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral iioon. 
And the sun's noontide blaze prime dawn of day, 670 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 
Commencing one of our antipodea! 
In thy nocturnal rove one moment halt, 
Twixt stage and stage of riot and ci^I, 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lifl, 675 

If bold to meet the face of injured Heaven) 
To yonder stars : for other ends they shine 
Than to light revellers from shame to shame, 
And thus be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of space, 680 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
Which set the living tirmiunent on fire. 
At the first glance, in suca an overwhelm 
Of wonderful on man*s astonish'd sight 
Rushes Omnipotence ? — To curb our pride, 685 

Our reason rouse, and lead it to that Power 
Whose love lets down these silver chains of light ', 
To draw up man^s ambition to himself, 
And bind our chaste affections to hi» throne. 
Thus the three virtues, least alive on earth, 690 

And welcomed on heaven*s eoait with meet applause ; 
An humble, ^pure, and heavenly minded hearty 
Are here inspired ; — and canst thou gaze tool loa^^ ? 

Nor tUnds tlty wrath deprived o{\t«t«^TQK^^ 

' *IuJN!ghtaieEisJaW 
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Or iinupbraided by this radiant choir. 695 

The planets of each system represent 

Kind neighbours ; mutu:al amity prevails ; 

Sweet interchange of rays, received) returned, If 

Enlightening and enlighten 'd ! all, at once, 

Attracting and attracted ! patriot-like, 700 

None sins against the welfare of the whole ; 

But their reciprocal, unselfish aid, 

Affords an emblem of millennial love. 

Nothing in nature, much less conscious being, 

"Was e'er created solely for itself. 705 

Thus man his sovereign duty learns in this^ 

Materia] picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our supercilious race, 
Thou most inflammable ! thou wasp o^ men ! 
Man's angry heart, inspected, would be found 7^^ 
As rightly set, as are the starry spheres : 
'Tis^Naturo's structure broke, thy stubborn Will 
Breeds all that uncelestial discord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave ? 
Canst thou descend from converse with the rfdes, 715 
And seize thy brother's throat ? — For what ? — a clod ? 
An inch of earth ? The planets cry, ' Forbear.* 
They chase our double darkness, Nature's gloom, 
And (kinder still !) our intellectual night. 

And see, Day's amiable sister sends 720 

Her invitation, in the soflest rays 
Of mitigated lustre ; courts thy sight, 
Which suffers from her tyrant brother's blare. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 755 

With gain and joy, she bribes thee to be wise. 
Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an awe 
Wliich giv«s those venerable scenes fiUl weight, 
And deep reception in the' entender'd heart ; 
TF/ii/eii^htj)eep8tlirough\.Vie.da.iViu<isalike a spy, 730 
And darkness shows its giaud^ut V'j \\vi\v^\V. : 
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OT is the profit greater ihatM the ioy, 
' human hearts at glorious objects glow 
nd admiration can inspire delight. 
What 9peak I more than I this moment feel ? 735 
Tlih plea^ng stupor first the soul is struck, 
Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wise !) 
hen into transport starting from her trance, 
^ith love and admiration how she glows ! . / 

his gorgjcous apparatus ! this display ! . 740' 

his ostentation of creative power ! 
his theatre \ — what eye can take it in ? ., ■■ 

y what divine enchantment was it r aised, '.: ! 

or minds of the first magnituda; to launch 
t endless speculation, and adore. ?■ •;■,..■. 745 

ne Sun by day, by. night ten thousan4 ^iin9»* 
od light us deep into the Deity ; 
ow boundless in magnificence and might ! 
what a confluence of ethereal &es, . • ' 

rom urns unnumbered, down the steep of hoi^yen 750 
Teams to a point, ajid centres in my sight I 
>r tarries there ; I feel it at my heart ;, 
y heart, at once, it humbles And exalts )' 
lys it in dust, andcalls it to the skies, 
ho sees it unoxaUed,.qr unawed? , 755: 

ho sees it, and c^ stop at what is seen? ^ •. . 
ate riaJ oifispring of Omnipotence 1 ': 
animate, all f^nimatingbiriJi ! 
ork worthy him who made it 1 wortiiy praise I 
1 praise ! praise more than human ! nor deii^ed , 7(K> 
ly praise divine l^-But thpuglvman, drown'd. in sloep^ ; 
ithholds his homage, not alone I w&ke ; : ; . 

'ight legions swarm unseen^ and sing unheard ^ ., . 
7 mortal ear, the gloriojis Architect^ . ,. . 

this his universal temple, huilg . r . : J^^ ' 
ith lustres, with innuraepaV)!^ Ugh.ts, .-, , .._ : ^. , ./ 
iat shed religion on.the^soul j at o|\^«^ ^ -»,^x 
'20 temple aiul.thfi preacher \ O VioiN \qu^ v ,>-i. .v- 
jaJls Davoiioii ^g^enuine gTowlU o? '^\5^\V\ -^ - 
'20' 
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Devoftion ! daug^kter »f Astronomy V f ?0 

An undevout astronomer is mad. 
True ; all thingrs speak a Crord ; but in the small, 
Men traoe out Him ; in great, He seizes man ) 
Seizes, and eleve,tes, and raps. ai»d fills « 
With uew inquiries, mid associates new. 775 

Tell me, ye stars ! ye planets t tell ine, all 
Ye starred and planetod inhabitants ! what is it ? 
"What are these sons of wondei ? Say, proud Arch, 
(Within whose azuro palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine ambition ! in disdain 7B0 

Of limit, built I built in th€ ta«te of heaven^! 
Vast concave \ ample dome 1 Wast thou ^sign*d 
A meet apartment for tlie Deky ?— 
Not so ; that tliti^ght alone thy state iiaipai)^» 
Thy lofty sinks, and shallows th^r pirefound, 7B5 

And strengthens thy diilustve ; dwar& the wholsj 
And makes a Universe an orMf^ys 

But when I drop mine eye^ and look oh man, 
Thy right regained tliy grandeur is restored, 
O Nature ! wide flies off tlie' expanding round : 990 
As when whole magaannes, at once, are firedj 
The smitten air js^iollow'd by the blojsr, 
The vast displosion dissipates the clouds, 
Shock'd ether*s billows dash the dist^t ^ies ; 
Thus (but far more) the' expanding round flies off, 
And leaves a mighty void, « spacious womb, 796^ 

Might teem with hew creation ; reinflamed> 
Thy luminaries triurtiph, and assume 
Drrjaity themselves. Nor was it strange, > 

Matter high-wroogbt to- sueh surprising pomp, 80O 
Such godlike glory, 6tole tlie style of gods, 
From ages dark, obtuee, and steep 'd in sense : 
For sure to sense they truly are divine, 
And half absolved idolatry from gtiiK, 
Ndf, turn'd it into virtue* 6\i«li it \7U 80$ 

la thoaOf who put forth 6\1 ihe^^Yia^ ^ ta«iv 
ValoBt] to im their lhoug\ily nor mo>toX^fl \C^^«^^ 
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But, weiik of wing, on planets perch'd, and thooghl 
What vnca their highest must be their adored. 

Bot they how weak, who could no higher mount ? 
And are Uiere, then> Lorenzo ! those to whom 8il 
TTnceen, and unexistent, are the sanie ? 
And if meomprehensible is joined, 
^ho dare pronounce it madness to believe f 
yfhj has the almighty Builder thrown aside 81$ 

All measure in his work ? stretch'd out his line 
So fiur, and i^i^sad amazement o'er the whole ? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes) 
Deep in the bosom of his Universe 
Dropped down that reasoning mite, that insect, man ! 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the scene f«« 821 
That man might ne'er presume to plead amazement 
For disbelief of wonders in himself. 
Shall God 1»e less miraculous than what 
His hand has formed ? shall mysteries descend 82d 
From unmysterious .' things more elevate, 
Be more familiar ? uncreated lie 
More obvious than created, to the grasp 
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 
Is heard in Him^ the more we should assent. 830 

Could we conceive him^ God he could not be ', 
Or he not God, or we could not be men. 
A God alone can comprehend a God : 
Man's distance how immense ! On such a theme, 
Know this, Lorenzo ! (seem it ne'er so strajige) 83& 
Nothing can satisfy, but what confounds ; 
Nothing but what astonishes, is true. 
The scene thou seest attests the truth I sing, 
And every star sheds light upon thy creed. 
These stars, this furniture, this cost of heaven, 840 
If but reported, thou hadst ne'er believed ; 
But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 
The grand of Nature is the' Almighty's oath, 
In Reason's court, to silence \3iiY>e\ve^. 

How my mindf opening at t\\\a ac^u^^va^'^'^ ^* 
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The moral emanations of Ike skies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admires ! 
Has the Great ^Sovereign sent ten thousand worlds 
To tell us. He resides above them all, 
In glory's unapproachable recess ? 850 

And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the magnific embassy, 
\ moment's audience ? Turn. to©, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emolument ; sole cause that stoops 85^ 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lorenzo 1 rouse ; 
Let thought, awaken 'd, take the lightning's wiag, 
And glance from east to west, from pole to pole. 
.Who sees, Ir^ is confounded or. convinced ? 
lienounces reason, or 4, God adores ? ^ 

Mankind was sent into the world to see : 
Sight gives the science neediul to theijr peace; 
That obvious science afks small learning's aid. 
Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions soar ? ** 
Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 86^ | 

Or travel history's enormous round r 
Nature no such bard task enjoins : she gave 
A make to man 'direptive of his thought ; /^ 

A make set uprigi^, pointing to the star^^ 
As who shall say, < Read thy chief lesson there.' 87^ 
Too late to read this manuscript of heaven. 
When, like a parchmeut scroll, shrunk up by flames, 
U folds Lorenzo's lesson from his sight. 

XiCsson how various ! not the God alone, 
■ see his ministers ; I see, diffused 875 

m radiant orders, essences sublime, 
Dfyariousoffices, of various plume, 
Yk heavenly liveries distinctly clad, 
. Lzure, green, purple, pearl,or downy gold, 
<Jt all coramix'd ; they stapd, with wings outspread 
X-iistening to catch the Master's least command, 881 
/Ind fly throwgli nature ere tVx^ moTcveiiX ^ty^-^ \ 
Att«j/j?e/5 innumerable '.— WeW couc^V?^^ 
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id. by Cfaristi&n ! O'er each sphere 
EiDgel, to direct its coursej 885 

fan, its flames ; or to discharge 
trusts unknown ; for who can see 
of matter, and imagine mind 
alone inanimate was made) 
g\j dispensed ? that nobler son, 890 

3 great Sire ! — 'Tis thus the skies 
r superiors numberless, 
excellence, above mankind, 
rth, in magnitude, the spheres, 
cloud of witnesses, hang o'er us : 895 

d theatre are all our deeds, 
lousand demigods descend 
sam we see, to walk-with men. 
^on ! strong restraint from ill ! 
our virtue finds still stronger aid 900 

ethereal glories sense surveys, 
like magic, strikes from this blue vault : 
ttention is it view'd ? we feel 
Lccour, unimplored, unthought. 
elf does half the work of man. 905 

I mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
itory's height, the depth p»^nnd 
nean excavated grots, 
d, and vaulted high, and jrawning wide, 
re's structure, or the scoop of Time ; 910 
dimension, vast of size, 
Gin aggrandizing impulse give ; 
bought enthusiastic neights 
infuse. — ^But what of vast in these ? 
r we must own the skies forgot. 91& 

n art. — Vain Art! thou pigmy power ! 
liou swell, and strut, with human pride, 
y liUleness ! Wliat childish toys, 
f columns squirtea to the cVouda^ 
i rivers and imprisoii'd «ea*\ '^^ 

iins moulded into fr>TW\ti ^t tcwtvX 
20" 
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Thj hundrod-gatirf capilnis ! or4ho«a 

Where three daya' tntvol left as much to ride ; 

Gazing on miracles by mortals wronghl, 

ArehsB trioBipba., theatres immense,- '• 

Or nodding gardens pendent in mid air '■ 

Or temples pioad to moot their gods half-way ! 

Tst these affect as in no common kind : 

What then the forae of such superior acenes? 

Untei a temple, it will strika an aws : 

What awe from this the Deity has buiUi 

A good man seen, though silent, counsel gires: 

The touch'd spectatot wishes to be wise. 

la a bright mirror His own hands have made. 

Here we see snmething like the tsj^e of God. 

Seems it nM then enough to eay, Lorenio, 

To man abandan'd, ' Hast thou aces Hie t'k'iei !' 

And yet, ao thwaited Nature's kind desigg 
By daring man. he makes ber sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) liia shelter, his temptation 
To more Iban common guih, and qnite inverts 
Celestial Arl'a intent. The trembling stars 
See crunes gigaalio, atalking through the gloom 
With front ereet, iliat hide their head by day, 
And making night atill darker by thoir deeds. 
Slumbering in eovert, till the shades descend, 
Kapine and Murder, link'd, now pTowl for prey. 
The miser eartba his treasure ; and the thief, 
Watching the male, linlf beggars him ere morn. 
Now plots andfbul conspiracies avFake, 
And, muffling op tbeir horrors from the moon, 
Havock and devastation they prepare, 
And kingdoms tottering in the field of blood. 
Now sons of riot in raid-revel rage. 
VVJittl shall I do ? — suppress it ? or proclaim ? — 
Why sleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo! now 
His best friend '■ couch the rank adulterer 
Aacnnds secure, and launbs irt jrods ani to«o. 
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sir. Climes bare to these chaste eyes i^f heavdn, 
ink and shudder at a mortaVs sight. 9G1 

noon and stars for villains only made, 
ie, yet screen them, with tenebrious light ? 
ey were made to fashion the sublime 
lan hearts, and wiser make the wise. 9G5 

e ends wore answer'd once, when mortals lived 
ager wing, of aquiline ascent, 
ry sublime. O how unlike 
rermin of the night, this moment sung, 
awl on earth, and en her venom feed ! 970 
mcient sages, human stars ! they met 
rothers of the skies at. midnight hou^, 
ounsel ask'd, and what they ask'd obeyed. 
iLgirit?,. and Plato, he who drank ^ 
Laoned bowl, and he of Tusculum, 075 

im of Corduba, (immorta^ names !) 
3 unbounded and Elysian walks, 
L fit for gods and godlike men, 
K)k their nightly round, thro^gIl radiant patlis, 
tphs trod ; instructed, chieily, thus, 980 

,d in thoir bright footsteps here below, 
k in worth still brighter than the skies, 
hey contracted their contempt of earth ; 
38 eternal kindled there the fire ; 
as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 965 
visitants !) more intimate with God, 
rorth to men, more joyous to thcmsalves. 
;h various virtues tliey, v/ith ardour, ran 
diac of their learn 'd illustrious lives^ 
liristian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal ! 9D0 

ful, but opprobrious prayer ! as much 
iour less, as greater is our light, 
lonstrous this in morals 1 Scarce fuore strange 
this phenomenon in nature strike, 
that froze us, or a star that warm'd. 995 

t t&ughi these heroes ol Otxo n\w^ \J«i\W^^ 
thou givest thy praiso, ^w^ txft^vN.V-^^* 
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Tb«M doctors ne'er were peniion'd to deceive the*, 

And Pagan tulore we Ihy taste,— Thej taoghl, 

Th« nuTow views betray to nuBerj ; ItN 

That wise it ii to comprehend the whole ; 

TbU virtae roM from Nature ; ponder'd well, 

The single base of viita« huitt to Hearen ; 

That God and Nature our attention claim ; 

That Natuio is the glass reflecting God, V> 

As, by the aea, reflected is the sua, 

Too glorions to be gazed on in his sphere ; 

That mind immortal toves immortal aims ; 

That bonndiCBi mind o&ects a boundless sp&ce ; 

That vast nirTeyB, and the anblime of things, 1010 

The Bon) aasimilate, and mo^e her great ; 

That, theretSte, heaven her glories, as a fund 

Of inipiration, thus spreada out to num. 

Sach are their doctrines ; such the Night inspiicd. 

And what more true ? what truth of greater weight f 
The soul of man was made to walk the skies, 1010 
Delightful outlet of her priion here ! 
There, disencumber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys tetreitriai, she can rove at large ; 
There fieely can respire, dilate, extend, 1090 

In fiill proportian let lease all her powers, 
And, undeluded, grasp at something great. 
Km as a stronger does she wander there. 
But, wonderful herBelf, tUrongh wonder strays ; 
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own ; 10SS 
Dives deep in their oconomy divine. 
Sits lii^h in judgment on their various laws, 
And, like a master, judges not aniias. 
Hence greatly pleased, and justly proud, the toul 
Grows conscious of her birth celestial ; Breathes 1030 
More life, more vigour, in her native air. 
And feels herself at home among the stars. 
And, faeling, emulates her country's praise. 
What call we, then, the RiRuLmBtAjlAiKaci^ — 
■4* earth (bo body, "tiw-o tlw sVies •ii*»\.& WSi 
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The soul with food that gives immortal life, 
Call it the noble pasture of the mind. 
Which there expatiates, strengthens, and exults, 
And riots through the luxuries of thoi^gJit. 
Call it the garden of the Deitj, lOiO 

Blossomed with stars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrosial, moral fruit to niaa. 
Call it the breast-plate of the \iufi High-priest, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that giye 
In points of highest moment, right response ; 1045 
'And ill neglected, if wo prize our peetce. 
Thus have we found a true astrology ; 
Thus have we found a new and noble sense, 
In which alone stars govern human iates. 

that the stars (as some have feign'd) let^^I 105d 
Bloodshed and havoc on embattled realms, . 

And rescued monarchs from so black a guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this wish how generous ia a foe ? 
Wouldst thou be great, wovldst thou beeonie a god, 
And stick thy deathless name amojig the stars, 1055 
For mighty conquests on a jicedle's point ? 
InaitsaA of forging chains for foreigners ; 
Bastile, thy tutor ; grandeur, all thy aim ? 
And yet thou know'st not what it is. Kow gi^t, 
}^ow glorious, then appears the mind of man, lOGO 
When in it all the stars and planets roU ! 
And what it seems, it is. Great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their vie w0 enlarge ; 
Those still more godlike as these qaore divine. 

And more divine than these, thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o'erpower'd, with the delicious draught 106G 
Of miscellaneous splendours, how J reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end I 
An Kden this ! a Paradise unlost 1 . 

1 meet the Deity in every viey.% 1070 
And tremble at my nakedness before Ulail 

■O that I could bat reach the tree oS Vvfe^ 

For here it grows unguarded frota out \.a?X^ ♦ 




WouM man but gather, lie might live far • 
Lorenzo '. much of maral hast thou g 

IB arts *n thou more fond ? then mark 
The mathematic glorisi of the skiea, 
In numbor, weight, end measare, all ordain'd. 
XiOnBio'a boasted buildeis. Chance and Fate, 1069 
Are lelt to fiuiih his aerial towera ) 
WiadoDi and Choice, their well known chamcters 
Here deep impreia, and claim it (or tiieir own. 
Though splendid all, no splendour void of use. 
Uao rivals beaul j, art contends with power ; 1085 

The great Economist adjusting all 
To prudent pomp, magnificently wise. 
How rich the prospect ! and for ever new ; 
And nefmt, to the man that views it most ; 1090 

For newat still in iniintte succeeds. 
Then thase aerial racers, O how Bwifl ! 
How the shaft l<utsra from the strongest string ; 
Spirit alone can distance ftie career. 
Orb above orb ascending, without end 1 103S> 

Circle in ciicle, without and, enclosed '. 
. Wheel within wheel, Ezekiel, like to thine '. 
Like thine, it seems a vision or a dream ; 
Though seen, we labour to believe it true ! 
Wluit involution! what extent! what swarms IIM 
Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immensely great ! 
Immeosely distant from each other's spheres '. [roll f 
What, then, the wondrous space through which thej 
At once it quite ingulfs all human thought ; 
Tis Comprehension's absolute defeat. 1103, 

Nor think thou seest a wild disorder here : 
Through this illustrious chics to the sight, 
Arrangement neat and chastest order reign. 
TJis futth prescribed, inviolably ke^^t, 
Vpbrtids the Iswleas BolUes ol nvKnUaak. Vi.\% 
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nots are tied ! how soon are they dissolved, 
. the seeming married planets free! 
jve fbr ev-eTf without error rove ; 
on unconfused ! Iior less admire 1115 

muH anttimultuGUs ; all on wing ! 
on all ! yet what profound repose ! 
Krvid a:ction', yet nohoise ! as awed 
ace by the presence of their Lord ; 
I'd by his command, in love to maiii 11!^ 

1 let fall eoO beams on human rest, 
I themselves. On yon cerulean pladn, 
batiote to their God and thine, 
uice,'tl)ey sing eternal jubilee, 
celebration of his praise ! 11!^ 

ee their «ohg arrives not at our ear, 
ahce'perp}e!S*d exliibitsto the sight 
jroglyphic of his peerless power. 
ow the labyrihthlan turns they taXe, 
cles intricate, and mystic maze, 1130 

the grand cipher of X^mttipctence ; 
3 how greiat ! how legible to raa»! 
es so much wonder greater wonder still ! 
are the pHlats that support the skies t 
lore than Atlantfean shouidef props 1135 

cumbent load ? what magic, what strange aft, 
air theise ponderous orbs sustains t 
ould not think them Imng in golden chains .''— 
they are ; in the high will of Heaven, 
fixes all y makes adamant of air. If 40 

>f adamant ; makes all uf noughl, 
^ht of all, if such the dread decree. 
ino from their deep fbnndations torn 
>st gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
vering Alps, all toss'd into the sea ; 1145 

rht OS down, or volatile as air, 
ulk9 enormous da.ncing on \^\o 'svo.^^^^ . 
aijrf measure cxquisHe *, V7\u\e «3\ 
t?*; w emulation of uic spY»t©»> 
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Time tlieir sonorous iiietruinenta aloft 11! 

The concert swell, B.nd itninia.te the ball. 

Would tliic appear amaaing ? — what then worldi 

la a faj thinner eleiiipiit suatiiin'd, 

And acting tho same part with greater skill, 

Mere lapid movement, and for noblest cnd»? U 

Moro obvious ends to pass, are not these Stan 
The seats majostlc, proud Imperial thrones, 
Ob which angelic delegates of Hosren, 
At certuin periods, as, the Sovercigi nods. 
Discharge jiigh trusts of vengeance or of lorp, . 11 
To clothe in outward grnndcar grand design, ■ 
And acts more Bolenui still mor^ mlemniie/. 
Ye citizens of air I what ardent thanks, 
What full effusioB of the gtatoful lioait, 
Is due from dieui, IndulgQil in such a sight '- 11 

A sight so noble '. and a sight so kind ! 
It drops new truths at every new survoj ' 
Feels not Lorenzo souitithing stir witliin. 
That sweeps away all period ? As thaae Hpheiea 
Measure duratior:, tiiej no less inspiie 11 

The godlike liope of ages without end. 
The boimdless sjiacc, through wliicli these rovsrs ti 
Thepr restless roam, suggef<Ls Il>e sisti:! thought 
Of IjQuiullf ss (line. Thus, by kind Nsture'sslOU, 
To man uiitabour'd, that important guest, 11 

RUiaiVj;,. finds entia[:ct at tho sight ; 
And an eternity Ibr nli^n ordain'd. 
Or lJ)esc iiis destined niid^ght counsellon, 
The stars had npver wblspor'd it to man. . 
Nuliire informs, bat ne'nr insults, her sons : ' 1. 
Could she, (hen, kindle the most acdeat ,wi«]i 
To dlsoppnittl it r — Th^i is blasplieniy ; 
TlwB of Uiy creed u auoond article, .' ■ . 
Miimentous as tile' oiiatenco ol a G.sd, ,, 
A fomiil (as I conceive^ wlioi* ia.164 »«^, ,. i: 



THE CONSOLATION. 241 

vant tiie gilt, illaminatfed roof, ' . 

calls the wretched gay to dark delights. ' 
nblies ?— tliis is one divinely bright ; ' 1190 

, uneudanger'd in health, wealth, or fahic, • 
e through the fairest, and the Snltanicorn. 
vise ^s thou, no Crescent hotds so fair - 
at which on histiirban awes a World, ^ ' ' * 
thinks the Moon is proud to Copy him. 1195 

on her, and gain more than worlds etfn giv^i ' 
hd superior to the charms of pov^er 
I, muffled in delusions of this life ! 
jronder moon turn' Ocean in his bed *•' '* 

I side to side in constant ebb and ttow, - 1200 
purify from stench his watery realms ? 
fails, her moral influehce .' wants- 'she- power 
irn Lorenzo's stiil]t)orn tide of thought '^- - ' ' 
\ stagnating on earth's infected shdtc/' ^ - 
purge from nuisance his corrupted hiiftrfc'.^ 1205 
bfer attraction, wlien it draw» to HeaVen ? *' 
and to what thoii Valuest more, earth's jdy f ' 
[a elevate, and panting for -nh^een, ' 
defecate from sense, alohe obtain • ^. ■ P 

relish of existence undi^flowfer^tt; ' iSlO 

life of life, the' zest of worldly' bliss •; ^-' ''" 
Iss; on eairth atriourits-r-to what ? to 'thi^ :» * ' ""^ 
I to bo suifer'd. blessings to be liDft-:'' "^' ' * 

h's richest inventory boasts bo more. •• ' i 
f higher scenes Wth6n^the call obeyed. ' • 1615 
t me gazd !^-of ga!fcmg lh«re'« iio end. ■ { 

t me think !— thougltt; too, is ^ilder'd hete; *' 
lid way ffight Imagination ti*es. ; ^ t : : ; t > 
ftoon reprunes her triftg to '»oaif dnew, ■ •• • • J 
point' uii(abl& to ^]:4>e8r or gihi ^ •* r^ . IgoQ 
rrttjtt the pleasnre^ tfo prvftntnd the pkiii 4^ * 5 
mquet Ihist wltecemMi ^ttfid' «i^«ls mebt,^^ = • v> 
the;saaiid mitnnav«iiiAgle>£iix^«i\Cl»<^««s«iCk; 
' disft&nt so^e* of these iBDc)«J^an'\^<\Mxv^V' '- 



CM 



Stt THE CONSOLATION- ii 

To doubt if beami, ml out at Nature's birth, 
Are ;et srrired at this ao foreign woiM, 
Though nothing hoJf so rapid aa their flight. 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, 
And roU for BTer. Who can Mtiate eight 13 

In euch a icene .' in such an ocean wide 
Of deep aetoniahment ? where depth, height, breadi 
An toet in tbeir eitremes ; and where to count 
The thick-aown glories in this field of fire. 
Perhaps a seraph'a oompuUlion fails. IS 

Now go, Ambition ! boast thy boundloBs might 
In Gonquesl o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Loieozo call* lor miraclos. 
To gire his tottering laith a solid base. 
Why call for leie iWn is alioad; thlno ? V- 

Tboo art no novice in theology ; 
What is a oiiracle ? — Tis a reproach. 
Tie an implicit satira on mankind. 
And while it eatisfioa, it censures too. 
To common sense great Nature's course procliima 
A Deity : When oiaiikind falls asleep, 1 

A miracle is smt as an alarm 
To wake the world, and,]irovo him o'er again, 
By recent argament, bat not more strong. 
Say whioh imparls more [Jenitude of power, 1 
Or Nature's laws to Hz, or to repeal f 
To mahe a Sun, or stop his mid oueer ! 
To con&teimand his ordeis, and send haoh 
Tlie flaming ooorier to the liighted East, 
Warm'd and utoBtsh'd at his ereaing ray ; 1 

Or bid the Moon, w wiiit hec jounM>y tired, 
In Ajalon's acA Sowery vale re|iD»B ' 
Great things am these .' still heater to ereats. 
From Adam'sbQwerlook down tjiruvgh the whole t 
OfmbaeiMi; — naistlees ia tluur power? 1 

Tbay do not, cannot, naoie aioaae the minid. 
Than tbia, oall'4 nMniractdotu wui«], 
Jf4uly v^'iBh'd. if uhonalW hb-d. 
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t/aeen with human eyes. The brute, ktdeed, 
Sees nought but spangles here ; the fool, no more. 
8ay*8t thou, * The course of Nature goveflis all ?* 1266 
The course af Nature is the Art of God. 
The miracles, thou call'st for, this attest : 
For say, could Nature Nature's course control ? 

But, miracles apart, who sees him not VSTO 

Kature*s Controller, Author, Guide, and £nd ? 
Who tum^ his 6ye on Nature's midnight face, 
Bat must inquire — * What hand behind the scent^ 
What arm Almighty, put these wheefiu^ jClobes 
In motion, ahd wound up the Vast machine ? 1275 
Who rounded in hid palm these spacious orbs ? 
Who bowl'd them flaming through the dark profoundi 
Numerous ds glittering gems of morning dew, 
Or sparks from populous cities in a blaze, 
And set the bosom of old Night on fire, ISSO 

Peopled her desert, and Uiade Horror smile?' 
Or if the military style delights thee, ' ^ 

(For stars have fought their battles, leagued wiUt man) 
* Who marshals this bright host ? enrols th^ir tiames, 
Appoints their post, their marches, and returns, 1285 
Punctual, at stated periods ? who disbands 
These Teteran troops, their final duty done, 
If e'er disbanded V — He, whose potent word, 
Like the loud trumpet, levied first their powers 
In Night's inglorious empire, where they slept li!90 
In beds of darkness ; arm^d them with fierce flames ; 
Arranged, and disciplined, and clotlied in gold, 
And caird them out of Chaos to the field, 
Where now they war with Vice and Uiwelief. 
O let us join this atmy \ joining these 1S95 

Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour 
When brighter flames shall cut a darker night ; 
When these strong demonstrations of a God 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their spheres, 
And one eternal curtain covet qX\ \ ^ \)^ 

Struck at fhat thought, n$ ne^vn^^^A^^^ 
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A more enliglilenM eye, and read the slats 

To mm still mors piopitiouB, and their sid 

(Tliougli guiltless of idaUtrj) iiaplore, 

:Sor longer rob them of thaii Doblest nuno. I3(K 

O ye diTideta of mj lima ! ja bright 

Accamptanla of my dnys, iLDdmonthB, and f eui, 

111 your fair cajendiu distinctly mark'd ! 

t^ince that aiUhontic, radiant register, 130! 

Though man iaspBCti it not, stands good agaio&t him 

Since you and ytars roU on, thougli man stands slill, 

Teach nio my days lo oumbor, and apply 

My Iteinbling heirt to wisdom, now beyond . 

All shadow of excuse for fooling oti. , 

Age smooths our puth to prudence ; atveepaaaide 131 

The sniros keen appetite and paasioa epiesd 

To catch stray souls ; and woo to tliat gray head 

Who*a folly would undo wh^ nge has done ! 

Aid, then, aid, all ye Stars !— Much rather Thou, 

Great Artist ! Thou whose finger set aright 13S 

This oxquUi^ maclimo, uritli alt its wheels, 

Th,ough iutervolved, exact ; and pointing oat 

Life's rapid and irrevocable flight. 

With such an index fair aa none can miaa 

Who lifu an eye, nuc sleeps till it is closed. IS 

Open mine eye, dread Deity ! te lead 

The tacit doctrine of thy works ; to see 

Things aa thoy ani, unalter'd thiough the gtau 

Of worldly wishes- Time, Eternity ! 

('Tis thasa, miajnoasured, ruin all inankiDd) 13: 

Set them before me ; let mo lay theia both " 

In equal scalo, aiu) learn their various weight. 

l>«t lime appear a moinent, as it is; 

And let Eteiniljls full oip, at once, 

Tnrn on.my soul, and strike it into Heaven. 131 

When shall 1 sea far more llian charms raa'now 

Gaie on Craation's model in thy breast 

Unveild, nor wonder af the transcript more . . 

W/en this yilfi, foreign dust, vihic\i amoiWia tfl. 
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Yhat travel earth's deep vale, shall I shake off? 1340 

When shall my soul her incarnation quit, 

And, readopted to thy bless'd elhbrace, 

Obtain her apotheosis in thee ?— 
Dost think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wide ? 

No ; 'tis directly striking at the mark. 1345 

To wake thy dead devotion was my point ; 

And* how I bless Night's consecrating shades, 

Which to a temple turn a universe \ 

Fin us with great ideas, full of heaven, 

And antidote the pestilential earth ! 1350 

In every storm, that either frowns or falls. 

What an asylum has the soul in prayer \ " 

And what a fane is this, in which to. pray ! 

And what a God must dwell in such a fane ! 

O what a genius must inform th4 skies ! - 1355 

And. is Lorenzo's salamander heart 

Cold, and nntouch'd, amid these sacred fi^es ? 

O ye nocturnal sparks ! ye glowing emben^, \ 

On Hearen's broad hokrth ! Who burn, or bum nao^dre, 
Who blaze, or d%e\ as great Jehovah's breath 1300 
Or blows you or forbears, assist tny song ! 
Pour your whole influence ; exercise his heart;. 
So long possessed, and bring him back to man; 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still .^ 
Pride in thy parts provokesthee to contest 1365 

Truths which, contested, put thy parts to shame : 
Nor shame they more Lorenzo's head than heart, 
A faiUiless heart, how despicably smaU ! 
Too straight, aught great or generous to receive ! 
Fill'd with an atom ! fUVd and fbid'd with ielf ! 1370 
And self-mistaken ! s^lf, that lasts an hour ! ' 
Instincts and passions of the iiobler kind 
Lie suffocated there ; or they alone, ^ 

Reason apart, would wake high hope, and op6n. 
To ravish'd thought, that int^ltectual si^h«t^^ l^'^^ 
Where Oxd»Ty Wisdom, Goo&tiftva^'^XQ^^v^vtiR.^^ 

Their endleau miradea of Ioyq d\«^'5) 

21* 
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And proniiso all the truly great desiie. 

Tbe mind that would be liappy muet lie grcut ; 

GreM in lU wIbIich, grtal b iU surveys. ' , 1360 

Extended views a narrow mind extend. 

Push out it« qoir.ugate, expansive inake^ 

Wliicti, eie long, luoie tlian planets sltaU. ODibrace. 

A man of ooiujjbbs makes a man of Worth : 

Uivino contemplate,, and become divine ■ ' ISK 

At man nas made foe glory ajid for bliss, 
All iittleneas is an approach U> n'oe. 

- Open liiy bosom, set thy wishes wide. 
And let in manhood ; let in happiness ; 
Admit the bouudlees theatre of thought, , ' ISiK 

From notliiiig, up to God ; which makes a man. 
Take God from Nature, nothing great is left ; 
Mao^s niind is in a pit, and nothing eees ; 
Man's heurt is in a jakea, and loves tlie mire, 
EinergB from thy profound; erect thine eje; - 139! 
See thy distress I how cluse art tliqu beajegeil '. 
Basieg;ed by Nature, tlie proud sceptic's foe ! . 
Enclosed by these ittaumerable worlds^ 
Sparkling conviction, on the darkest mind^ 
As in a goWeu not 9f Providence,; MtK 

J low Bit.tliDU o[i^ht,,9uie qaptivs of belief :, 
l-'rom tills tiiy blcss'd ctpUvit} wJi9.t.Brt, , , . 

What blaajihcraj to leMt)", «e.ts tliee free '. 
This sc^pe iflHoavou's indulgent violence ; , 
Ganat tliou beat i(p against, ihiq tide oCgltu-y ' Ijpl 
What is earth, l^osom'd in.Iheae ambient orbs, 
Jtut faith in God imposed, and press'd on man ? 
Darest IhoH still litl([atB thy desperate caose, 
Spite of these numefous, awful witnesses, 
And doubt the depositiofi of the skies ' , Ulf 

O how laborious is thy way to ruin 1 

Lahoti,pi<B.? 'lig ipiprfipJicablo quite ; , 
To sink b^y.ond a, doubt i^lhi3,debatB,^ 
W/i«j;^s,veiff|itof;,ww!lorntt>«lotV*, , 

■4/n/c/-une/7nffil4oas,,I dpfj %,f'»l- ■•- '^^ 
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^me wish they did, but no man disbelieves. 
* God is a Spirit ; spirit cannot strike 
Triicse gtoss materi^ organs j God bj raan 
As much is seen, as man a God can sec. 
In thepe astonishing exploits of power, 1420 

^Vhat order, beauty, motion, distance, size ! 
Cpapertion ojf design, how. exquisite I 
-iiew complicate in their divine police ! 
Apt means ! great ends ! consent to general good !— 
£ach, attribute of these material gods, 1425 

So long (and that with specious picas) adoredj . 
A separate conq^uest gains o'er rebel thought, 
An^eads in triumph the whole rhind of man.' 
Lorenzo! this may seem harangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt to seem, that th\varts our will. 1430 
And dost thou, then, demand a simple proof 
Of this great master-moral of the skies, 
Unskill'd, or disinclined, to read it there ? 
Since 'tis the basis, and all drops without it, 
Take it in one compact, unbroken chain. 1435 

Such proof insists on an attentive ear, 
•Twill not make o^e amid a mob of thoughts. 
And for thy notice struggle with tlie world. 
Retire; — the world shut oiit;^ — ^thy thoughts call home;— 
Imagination's airy wing repress ; — 1440 

Lock up thy senses ; — ^let no passion stir ; — 
Wakp all to Reason ; — ^let her reign alone , — 
Theii in thv soul's deep silence, and the depth 
Of Nature s silence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done, and shaH inquire no more. 1445 

In Nature's channel thus the questions run : 

* Ayhat am I ?;^and from whence ?— -I nothing know 
But ihat I am ; and since I am, conclude 
Something eternal ; had there e'er been nought, 
Nought still had been : eternal there must be. — 1450 
But what eternal .'' — Whv not human race ? > 
And Adam's ancestors without ati eivA^ — 
That*s hard to be conceived, smce e\ex^ "W&. 
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or that long-cbain'd succetuon a k> fiail. 

Can every part depend, ftnd not the whole ! It 

Tet grant It true, new difficnHiea liae ; 

I'm nill quite out at sea, nor aee the ihare. 

Whence euth, and tbeae bright wbs i — Eternal t«0 ' 

Gtanl matter was eternal, >tiil these orbs 

Woi)M want some other father ; — macb doaign 1' 

la leen in all their motions, all their nukeii. 

Deugn impliea intelligence and art ; 

That can't be from Ihemaelvei — or man : that ut 

Men aearce can comprehend, could man beitov ! 

And nothing greater yet allow'd, than man. — 1 

Who motion, fbreign to the smalleBt grain. 

Shot through vaat maases of enormous weight ! 

Who hid brute matter's restire lamp esaume 

Such various forms, and gave it wingg to Bj ? 

Has matter innate motion ? then each atom, 1 

Asserting its indisputable right 

To dance, would form ic universe of dust : 

Hu matter none ^ then whence these glorious fort 

And boundlesi flights, from shapelon and reposed 

Hu matter more tiian motion ? has it thought, I 

Judgment, and genlm ! is it deeply learn'd 

In mathematics ? has it framed such laws, 

Which, but to gueu, a Newton made iminortalf— 

If la, how each sage atom laughs at me, 

Who think a clod inferior to a man ! 1 

If art to form, and couosel to conduct. 

And that with greater far than human skill, 

Rasides not in each block, — a Godhead r«igiw ■ — 

Grant, then, inTiaible, eternal Mind ; 

That granted, all U solved ; — but granting that, 

Braw I not o'er me a atlU darker cloud > 

Grant 1 not that which I can ne'er conceive i 

f. being without origin or end '. — 

Hail, huaiBu Liberty '. there U no Ood— 
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last, how many knots beside, 

ble all ? — why choose it there 

;hosen, still subsist ten thousand more ? 

where, that chosen, all the rest 1405 

3, leave Reason's whole horizon cloaf ? — 
ot Reason's dictate ; Reason says, 
th the side where one grain turns tho scale : 
jt preponderance is here ! can Reason 
der voice exclaim — " Believe a God ?" 1500 
son heard, is the sole mark of man. 
ngs impossible must man think true, 
'ther system ! and how strange ' 
ieve, through mere credulity !* 
lis chain Lorenzo 'finds no flaw, lC0i5 

ever bind him to belief- 
re the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
God there is, that God how greieit ! 
it that Power whose providential care 
t^ese bright orbs' dark centres darts a ray ! : 
B universal threads the whole ! 1611 

fs Creation, IJke a precious gefii,- 
ittle, on tho footstool of his throne ! • 
ttle gem, how large ! A weight let &11 
z'd star, in agds can it rdach 1515 

irit earth ? Say, then,' Lorenzo ! where, 
ids this mighty bailding ? where begin 
rbs of Creation ? where the wall 
ittlements look o'er into the vale 
tstenco ? Nothing's strange abo^e ! 1520 

hat point of space Jehovah dropp'd 
en'd line, and laid Ills balance fa^ ; 
worlds, and measured infinite no xnore ? 
ars his terminating pillkr high 
lundane head ? and says to gods, r^., 15f<J5 
ters iilttstrioas as the Sun, 
the plan's proud period i I pronounce 
Lac6omp2ish'd; the' Creation c\ofl|a^-. 
je Gods .' nor Bltout, y© Goda>«^Q'^^\ 
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OfaU that lives, oi, if devoid of liTe, 1531) 

That reits, or lolli ; je Hetghta and Depth*, nxHniil! 
Reaoond '. reaound ! ye Depthi and Heights, TMOond !' 

Hard are thoM quostions ! — answer harder atill. 
Is this the sole exploit, the aingle birth, 
Tha aolitary son of Power Divine > 1535 

Or has the' Almightj Father, with a breath, 
In^iragDated the womb of distant Space ? 
Has be not hid, in various provinces, 
Btother creations the darlt bowels burst 
Of Night primeval, barren now no more ? 1641 

And He, the central Sun, transpiercing alt 
Thaw giant generationa, which disport 
And dance, as metes, in his meridian ray ; 
"HiBt rtj withdrawn, beiji^hted, or absorb'd 
In that abyss of horror vhence thej sprung ; 15^ 
While Chaos triumphs, repoflmsa'd of all 
Rival Creation ravish'd &om his throne ? 
Chaos ! of Nature both the womb and grave ! [wUe ? 

Think'at thou my scheme, Lorenio, ^raadi too 
la this extravagant ?— No ; this is just ; 15&D 

Just in conjecture, though Iwrae fidse in &ct. 
If ^ an error, 'tis an error sprung 
From Dobla root, high thought of the Most High. 
But wherefore error ? who can prove it such ! — 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 155S 

Can man conceive beyond what God can do f 
Nothing, but qmte impoasible, is hard- 
He smnmaas into beinf , with like esse, ' 
A whole creation, and a eingle grain. 
Speaks he the word P a thousand worlds are bom! 15O0 
A thousand worlds ! there's apace for miUiona mora \ 
And in what space can his great fiat fail t 
Condemn me not, cold critic 1 but indulgo 
The warm imagination ; why condemu? 
Wby not indtilge Bueh thaoghta aa mell our heatls 
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Wliy not Indulge in hi9 augmented praise ? 
Darts not his glory a still brighter ray, 
The less ialefl to Chaos, and the realms 1570 

Of hideous Night, where Fancy strays aghast, 
And, though most talkative, makes no report ? 

Still seems my thought enormous ? >think again ;— 
£zperience 'self simll aid thy lame belief. 
Glasses, (that revelation to the sight !) 1575 

Have they not led us in tlie deep disclose 
Of fine-spun Nature, exquisitely' small, 
And, though demonstrated, still ill conceived ? 
If, then> on the reverse the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can maunt too far, V l^SO 
To keep the balance, and creation poise ? 
Defect alone pan err on such a theuxe : ■ \ 

What is too great, if we the cause survey ? 
Stupendoas Architect i Thou, Thou, art all ! 
My soul files u^ and down in thoughts of Thee^ 1585 
And iinds hefself but at tlie centre still \' 
1 AM, thy name * existence, all thine own ! 
Creation's nothing, flattered mtich, if styled 
* The thin, the 6eeting atmosphere of God.* 

O for the voice-rt-pf what ? of! whom .' — what voice 
Can answer to tay wants, in such tiscent . 1591 
A^ dares ia^deem <hm» universe too small ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fancy glowsj 
Fired in the vertex of almighty power) 
.Is n0t-tidiB home-cteat^on.y is 'tne map. 15C'5 

Of universal Natuf eyas « speck, 
li&e &ir BritanxiiaSn Ojur Uttle ball ; 
Bxceedin^ fiihr and glomus, for- its si%o^ 
Bnt^ eUewhera, &Lt ontmeasajEed) far outshone ? 
in fkotj (!br the fact beyemd vm lies) . IGOO 

Canst iJiott not figure it, an iAle^ alai.ost 
Too snuill £br notiee br. the .v%st of lH»ng ; 
Serer'db/JB^ty.ieils^iouabtuUa9^^> . . 
f*rom other reaJlne^; from ample ecmV^aE^^EJMik . 
,Of higher Hfe^ wkett aoblec^ n^Y^^ ^H?^^ » --^ ^^ 
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Less northern, less remote from Deity. 
Qloiving beneath the line of the Supreme, . 
Where souls^in excellence make haste, put fbrtl 
Luxuriant growths, nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ? 

Yet why drown Fancy in such depths as thes 
Kci^turn, presumptuous rover ! ivnd confess 
The bounds of man, nor blame them^ as too smi 
Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen ? 
Full ample the dominions of the Sun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! how far, how \vide, 
The matchless monarch from his flaming throw 
Lavish of lustTC, thfows his beams about him, 
Farther and faster than a thought can fly, 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 
This Heliopolis by greater far 
Than tlie proud tyrant of the Nile was built; 
And He alone who built it can tietsfroy. 
Beyond this city why strays human thought ? 
One wonderful, enough for man to know! . ' 
One in&iite, enough for man to range * 
One firmament, eiMugh fbr-mah to read ! 
O what vbluminous instruction here ! 
What page of wisdom is denied him P noiie, 
Tf learning his chi^f -lesson inakc0< hiln wi86.- 
Nor is instruction herd OUT only gain-: * 
There dwells aiiobte pathoisin'tlie-skiesi 
Which warms c^r pasmohs,- proselytes t>ar lieaf 
How eloquently shines thi^ g]b^wit^^le I 
With what autliority it grv'es its ^h«rgo, 
Remonstrating gr^sat ttuth» in' styto vublirae, 
V Tliotigh siientv Icnid ! Iidftrd e<l9tli af oand .; abas 
The planets heafd ;- «m(i «K>t t^hoitrd in:Helir>i< 
Hell has her Wontde?, though too rprdiAl .ta pntis 
Is earth, th«|ivtnoi^e ifiikftti]£l^>VnA^d\x«>&icktk^ <.. 
^Vho neither ptnScait i:}jck^iafy^'ti^^^^^ 
Lorenzo'e «dfittlrittb|i^-^twattSfa^A:v 
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iflppndcnc(9 with a single star ; 
d mi altax to the queen of heavun lG4i» 

I brightness, or her train adored, 
inary rivals have long since 
lis whole devotion ; stars malign^ 
\% the fond astronomer run mad, 
intellect, corrupt his heart } IC^ 

to sacrifice his fame and peace 
Lary madness, call'd delight : 
ire gross, than ever kiss'd 
land to Luna, or pour'd out . 
.0 Jove ! — O Thou, to wliom belongs lC5d 
J ! O Thou great Jove unfeign'd I 
meter ! Thy first volume tiiis 
)crusal ; all in capitalii 1 
d stars (Heaven's golden alphabet !) 
seize the flight, who runs may road ; \QG9 
can understand. 'Tis unconiined 
.n land or Jewry ; fairly writ, 
) universiil, to mankind ', 
lofly to the Icani'd, yet plain 
at feed the flock, or guide the plough, IGGd 
husk strike out the bounding grain : 
worthy the great Mind that speaks ! 
comment to the sacred page I 
ofers its reader to the skies, 
ising his first lesson, there, 1C70 

ire 'self a fragment, that unread, 
book of wisdom to the wise ! 
book ! ancS opened. Night ! by thee, 
auch open'd, I confess, O Night ! 
wish ; but how shall I prevail ? 1075 

Night ! whose modest, maiden beams 
ew Creation, and present 
great picture sofieu'd to ^^« «^^s 
iar, far more indulgeuV. «^\\i ^^ 

hoBe mild dominion a wVNfb^ V^l "^^^^ 
icmisphorcj and scU to ^V^"^ 
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Worldt beyond number ; worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud and envious star of noon ! 
Canst thou not draw a deeper scenes — and show 
The Mighty Potentate to whom belon^r 1686 

These rich regalia, pompously displayed 
To kindle that high hope f Like him of Uz, 
I gaze around) I search on every fdde — 

for a glimpse of Him my soQl adores ! 

As the chased hart, amid the desert waste, 1690 

Pants fbr the liviug stream ) for Him who made her 

So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 

Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess ! where ? 

AVherc blazes his bright court ? where burns his throne? 

Thou know*st, for thou art near Him ; by thee, round 

His grand pavilion, sacred Fame reports 1696 

The sable curtain drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing, 

Who iraVel far, discover where he dweHs ? 

A star his dwelling pointed out below. liOO 

Ye PleYadcs ! Arcturus ! Mazaroth ! 

And thcu, Orion ! of still keener ej'c ! 

Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 

And bring them out of tempest into port ! 

Oil whicli liand must I bend my course to find him ^ 

These courtiers keep the secret of their king ; 1706 

1 wake whole nights, in vain, to steal' it from them 
1 wake, and, waking, clinib Nlght*s radiant scale 

From sphere to sphere, the steps by Nature set 
For man's ascent, at once to tempt and aid ; 1716 

To tempt his eye, and aid his towering thought, 
Till it arrives at the great froal of all. 

In ardisnt Contemplation's rapid car, 
From earth, as from my barrier, I set out. 
Itoyr swift I mount j diminished earth recedes : 1715 
I pass'the moon ', and, from Y^ex^wVYv^x ^\^^^ 
I^htce Heaven's blue curiam •, s^tW^ vtv\» \cixivriv%N 
^here, with hi-s lifted tubo, tKe^xiViW^ «*^^ 
'^^h artificial airv iourncy uV.c*, 



^ 



)^ 






THE-CONSOLATICXJi. 256 

elcftial lengthens human sight. 17S0 

it «very planet on my road, 
for Him who gives their orbs to roll, 
reheads fair to shine. From Saturn's ring, 

of earths an army might be lost, 
I bold comet take my bolder flight. 1725 

>se sovereign glories of the skies, 
endent, native lustre proud ; 
s of systems I and the lords of life, 

their wide empires ! — ^Wliat behold I now ^ . 
ness of wonder burninjr round, 1730 

irgcr suns inhabit higher spheres ; 
the villas of descending gods ; 
I here ; my toil is but begun ; 
the threshold of the Deity ; 
eneath it, I am groveling still. 1735 

strange ; I built on & mistake : 
idettr of hiB works, whence Folly sought 
to Reason sets His glory higher ; 
It thus high for worms (mere worms to Him) 
, Lorenzo, must the builder dwell ? 1740 

then, and, for a moment, here respire-— 
[ thought can keep its station here, 
m I ?— where is earth .^-^nay, where art thou, 
—Is the Sun turned recluse ? — and are 
ted expedltioaa short to mine ? — ^ 1745 

how ahort ! On Nature's Alps I stand, 

a thousand firmaments beneath ! 

nd systems ! as a thousand grains ! 

. a stranger, and sp late arrived, 

I man*s ciuioUs spirit not inquire 1750 

B the natives of this world sublime^ 

foreign, untorrestrial sphere, 

aortal, untranslated, never strey'd? 

, as distant from my \\U\e \\oxAfe 

St aunbeiims in an age ctvti ^^ •, V\?i^ 

my native clement 1 roain, 

fnew aijd \vondeTfu\ to Tt\;!ix\. 
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What proyince this, of his Immense domain, 
Whom all obeys ? or mortals horo, or gods ? Ig 

Te borderers on the coasts of bliss ! what are you .' 1^ 
A colony from Heaven ? or only raised, 17C1 1|| 

By frequent visit from Heaven's neighbouring realmi, <| 
To secondary gods, and half divine ? — I 

Whatever your nature, this is past dispute, I 

Far other life you live, far other tongue 1765 

You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
Than man. How various are the vrorks of God ! 
But say, what thought ? Is Reason here enthroned, 
And absolute ? or Sense in arms against her ? 
Have you two lights ? or need you no reveai'd ? 1770 
Enjoy your happy realms their golden uge ? 
And had your E.don an abstemious Eve ? 
bur Eve^s fair daughters prove their pedigree. 
And ^sk. their Adams — 'Who would not be wise ?* 
Or, if your mother fell, are you redcem'd ? 1775 

Andy.if fedeem'd — is your Redeemer scom'd ? 
Is this your final residence ? if not, 
Change you your scene translated, or by death ? 
And iTby death, what death ?-T^now you disease ^ 
Or horrid war ? — With war, this fatal hour, 1780 

Europa j^roans (so call we a small field 
Where kings run mad.) In our world. Death deputes 
Intemperance to do the Work of Ago, { 

And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, ^ 

As slow of execution, for despatch 1785 

Sends forth imperial butchers *, bids them slay 
Their sheep (the silly sheep they fleeced before,) 
And toM him twice ten thousand at a meal. 
Sit all your executioners on thrones .' j 

With you, can rage for plunder make a god .' 1790 
And bloodshed wash out every other stain ? — 
-Butyott, perhaps, can't bleed*. ^tq\cv Tcvox\»t ^i^^v^ 
Todr Bpirita .clean are de\\c«».\.e\y t\^^ 

•fo £a0Bpun other, privileged to bow, 

Kpio«d«l, wiinfected. Ho^ utvWV* 
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^he lot oilman I how few of human race 
By their own mud unmurder'd ! how we wa jt 
Self-war eternal ! — Is your painful day 
Of hardy conflict o'er ? or are you still 
Raw candidates at school ? and have you those 160f 
Who disaff^ct rev^crsions, as with us ?— 
But what are we ? you never heard of man, 
Or earth, the bedlam of the universe ! 
Where Reason (undiseased with yon) runs mad 
And nurses Folly's children as her own, 180f' 

Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount 
Of Holiness, where Reason is pronounced 
Infallible, and thunders like a god, 
£ en there, by saints the demons are outdone ; 
What these think wrong;, our saints refine to right ; 
And kindly teach dull Hell her own black arts ; 1811 
Satan, instructed, o'er their morals smiles. — 
But this how strange to you, who know not man ! 
Has the least rumour of our race arrived ? 
Caird here Elijah in his flaming car ? 1815 

Pas8*d by you the good Enoch, on his road 
To those fiiir fields whence Lucifer was hurl'd ; 
Who brush'd, perhaps, your sphere in his descent, 
8tain*d your pure crystal ether, or lot fall 
A short eclipse from his portentous shade ? 1820 

O that the fiend had lodgei! on some broad orb 
Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his present home, 
Then blacken'd earth, with footsteps foul'd in Hell, 
Nor wash'd In ocean, as from Rome he pass'd 
To Britain's isle ; too, too conspicuous there.' If 25 

But this is all digression : where is He 
That o'er Heaven's battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darkness ? where is He 
Who sees Creation's summit in' a vale ? 
He whom, wnile man is man, he can't but seek, 1836 
And if he finds, commences more than man ? 
O for a tcle«cope his throne to Te^c\\\ 
Tell mc, ye haru'd on earth \ nx \>Vb« ^ «Jo^n^\ 

22* 
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• searchingy ye Newtonian angels ! tell 

rhere your Great Master's orb ! his planets where ? 

hose conscious satellites, those morning starSi 1636 

irst-bom of Deity ! from central love, 

y veneration most profound, thrown off; 

y sweet attraction no less strongly drawn ; 

wed, and yet raptured ; raptured, yet serene ; 1840 

EUit Uiought illustrious, but with borrowed beams; 

i still approaching circles still remote, 

evolving round the Sun's eternal Sire ? 

r sent, in lines direct, on embassies 

nations-— in what latitude ? — beyond 1845 
errestrial thought's horizon \ — and on what 
igh errands sent ? — Here human effort ends, 
nd leaves me still a stranger to his throne. 
Full well it might ! I quite mistook my road ; 
om in an age more curious than devout, IB50 
[ore fond to fix the place of heaven or hell, 
ban studious this to shun, or that secure, 
'is not the curious, but the pious,, path 
hat leads me to my point. Lorenzo ! know, 
^ithout or star or angel for their guide, 185^ 
lio worship God shall find him. Humble Lovo, 
ad not proud Reason, keeps the door of heaven ; 
)ve finds admission whore proud Science fails. 
an*s science is the culture of his heart, 
ad not to lose his plummet in the depths I860 
r Nature, or the more profound of God : 
ther to know, is an attempt that sets 
le wisest on a level with the fool. 
> fathom Nature (ill attempted here !) 
St doubt, is deep philosophy above ; 1665 
ghor degrees in bliss archangels take, 

1 deeper learned, the deepest learning still. 
r* what a thunder of Omm^texvcA 

might I dare to ppeaVt) ia wecn-Va «J\\ ^ 

fan / in earth ! in moT« ama3AT^i ^v%^\ >SV^ 

tiiV thim lesson Prida is \oaxK x.^ \^t.xxv- 
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eeplj to discern, not much to know» 
nd was bom to wonder and adore V 
is there cause for higher wonder still 
hat which struck us from our past surveys ?-^ 
Lnd fur deeper adoration too. 187G 

ny late airy travel unconfined, 
[ learn*d nothing ? — ^Yes, Lorenzo ! this « 
f these st^rs is a religious house ; 
heir altars smoke, their incense rifie, 1880 

»ard hosannas ring through every sphere, 
nary fraught with future gods, 
all o*er is consecrated ground, 
)g with growths immortal and divine. 
eat Proprietor's all bounteous hand 1895 

nothing waste, but sows these fiery fields 
ceds of Reason, which to virtues rise 
b his genial ray ', and, if escaped 
stilential blasts of stubborn will, 
Trown mature, are gathered for the skies. 161K> 
devotion thought too mifth on earth, 
>eing8, so superior, homage boast, 
umph in prostrations to the throne? 
\^herefbre more of planets or of stars? 
l1 journeys, and, discovered there, 1695 

>usand worlds,, ten thousand ways devout, 
ure sending incense to the throne, 
the bold Lorenzos of our sphere I 
g the solemn sources of my soul, 
have pouT*d, like feigned Eridanus, 1900 

ring numbers o'er the flaming skies, 
of fancy or of fact what more 
the Muse — ^here turn we, and review 
is*d nocturnal landscape wide ; then say, 
9n, Lorenzo ! with what burst of heart, 1900 
oh, at once, revolving m\ii» \^«a.^^^ 
n exclaim, adoring and «.j\aa.*\.'. 
a root .' O what & brancVi, \a\«>T%\ 
Father I what ti famVly \ 
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Worlds! systemt! and creationa! — and creations, 1910 
In one agglomerated cluster, hung, 
Great Viae <* on thee ; on tliec the cluster hangs, 
This filial cluster i infinitely spread 
In glowing globes, with various being fraught. 
And drinks (aectareous draught !) immortal life. 1915 
Or, shftll I say (for who can say enough ?) 
A constellation of ten thousand gems, 
(And, O ! of what dimension i of what weight !) 
Set in one sigBet, flames on the right hand 
Of Majesty divine ! The blazing seal, 1920 

That deeply stamps, on all created mind, 
Indelible, his sovereign attributes. 
Omnipotence and. Love ! that passing bound, 
And. this surpassing that. Nor stop we here 
For want of power in God, but thought in man. 1025 
E'en this acknowledged, leaves us still in debt ; 
If greater aught, that greater all is thine. 
Dread Sire !«*Accept this, miniature of Thee, 
And pardon an atte:^pt from mortal thought, 
Li which archangels might have fail'd, unblamed.* 

How such ideas of the' Almighty's power, 1931 
And such ideas of the' Almighty's plan, 
(Ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ! nor of them alone I 
The fulness of the Deity breaks forth 1935 

In inconceivables, to men and gods. 
Think, then, O think, nor ever drop the thought 
How low must man descend when gods adore ! 
Have I not, then, accomplished my proud boast ? / 
Did I not tell thee * We would mount, Lorenzo ! 3940 
And kindle our devotion at the stars ?' 

And have I fail'd ? and did I flatter thee ? 
And aj?t, aJi ad;«mant ? and dost confute, 
AJI urged, with one iirefTagB.\A© «kv\\^ '. 
Lorenzo I mirth how mvaeiaXA* V<ix«i\ \^«Cik 

Sive&r by the stars, by Him wVvo m^^ \\v^xr,««^^x^ 
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Thy heart, henceforth, shall be aa pare as they ; 
Then thou, bke them, shalt shine : like them, shall rise 
From low to lofty, from obscure to bright, 
By due g^radation, Nature's sacred law. 1950 

The stars firom whence ? — ask Chaos — he tan tell. 
Those bright temptations to idolatry 
From darkness and concision took their birth ; 
Sons of deformity ! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, first they rose to masses rnde, 1955 

And then to spheres opaque ; then dimly shone, 
Then brighten'd ; then blazed out in perfect day. 
Nature delights in progress, in advance 
From worse to better ', but when minds ascend, 
Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. ICCO 

Heaven aids exertion : greater makes the great ; 
The voluntary little lessens more. 
O be a mkn ! and thon shalt be a god ! 
And half self-made ! — ambition how divine ! 

O thou, ambitious of disgrace alone ! 1065 

Still undevout ? unkindled ? — ^though high taught, 
Schdol'd by the skies, and pupil of the stars. 
Rank coward to the fashionable .world ! 
Art (hoii ashamed to bend thy knee to Heaven ? 
Cursed fumie of pride, exhaled from deepest hefi I 
Pride m religion is man's highest praise. 19T1 

Benton destruction ! and in love with death ! 
Not all these luminaries, quench'S at once, 
Were half so sad as one benighted mind. 
Which gropes for happiness, and meets despair. 1975 
How like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimmering tapers, silent sits ! 
How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual ddws, and saddens Nature's scene ! 
A scene more sad Sin makes'the darken'd soul, 196(1 
AU comfort kUlB, nor leaves one b^^V iVvN^. 

Though blind of heart, stiU opBTi \* VYivoA vj^- 
niiy Bucb ma^ni^cenco in all ihaa «w»X.^ 
•/•/natter'* grandeur, know on« wadV% vVva> 
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To tell the rational, who gazes on it, — 198& 

* Though that immensely great, still greater he 
Whose breast capricious, can embrace and lo<]ge> 
Unburdened, Nature's universal scheme ; 
Can grasp Creation with a singlo thought ; 
Creation grasp, and not exclude its Sire." — 1990 

To tell him farther — < It behoves him much 
To guard the' important, yet depending fate 
Of being brighter Uian a thousand suns ^ 
One single ray of thought outshines them all/-*- 
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 1995 

Superior heights, and on his purple wing. 
Pits purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of gold, 
Rising, where thought is now denied to rise, 
Look down triumphant on these dazzling spheres. 

Why then persist f-~no mortal ever lived 20CO 

But, dying, he pronounced (when words are true) 
The whole that charms thee absolutely vain ; 
Vain, and fiir worse l-r-Think thou with dying men ; 
O cqndescend to think as angels think L 
O tolerate a chance for happiness ! SOOS 

Our nature such, ill choice insures ill fate ; 
And faell had been, though there had been no God. 
Dost thou not know, my new Astronomer I 
Earth, taming from the Sun, brings night to man ? 
Man, turning from his God^ brings endless night ', 
Where thou canst cead no morals, find no firiend, SOU 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 
How deep the darkness ! and the groan how loud ! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames !— 
Such is Lorenzo's purchase ! such his praise ! 52015 
The proud, tlie politic Lorenzo's praise ; 
Though in his ear, and leveFd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the volume of the skies. 

For think not thou hast Ykeaxd «^\K\& ^t^tcv tmxs 
^J^ Bojjg but echoes what gTea\.^«X\«ek «^«»ik.%. ^K)^ 
^hut has she spoken ?— TVwis vYie ^od^esa ^v'^^, 
^hua speah» for eyer :— ' VV^s^^, ^^ ^a.\.>we;^\x«A> 
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A Sovereign which o'er all things rolls his eye, 
Extends his wing, promulgsites his commands, 
Bui, above all, diffuses endless good ; 20^ 

To whom, for sure redress, the wrong'd may fly, 
The vile for mercy, and the pained for peace ; 
By whom the various tenants of these spheres^ 
Diversified in fortunes, place, and powers, 
Raised in enjoyment, as in worth they rise, 9030 

Arrive at length (if worthy such approacby 
At that bless'd fountain-head from which tliey stream* 
Where conflict past redoubles present joy, 
And present joy looks forward on increase, 
And that on more ; no period ! every step " 2035 

A double boon ! a promise and a bliss.' 
IIow easy sits this scheme on human hearts ! 
It suits their make, it sooths their vast desires ; 
Passion is pleased, and Reason asks no more : 
*Tis rational ; 'tis great !— but what is thine ? 2040 
It darkens ! shocks ! excruciates ! and confounds ! 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worse ; few years the sport 
Of Fortune, then the morsel of despair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo ! (for thou know'st it well) 2045 
What's vice ? mere want of compass in our thought. 
Religion what? — ^the proof of common sense. 
How art thou hooted where the least prevails ! 
Is it my Tault if these truths call thee fool ? 
Ana thou shalt never be miscalPd by me. 2050 

Can neither Shame nor Terror stand thy friend ? 
And art thoa still an insect in the mire ? 
How lik6 thy guardian angel have 1 flown ; 
Snatched thee from earth, escorted thee through all 
The* ethereal armies ; walk'd thee, like a god, 2065 
Through splendours of first magnitude, arranged 
On eitlicr liaiid ; clouds thxovriv \iCTve;iu\X\ \!k^ ^^"^XN 
Cloec-cKiiised on the bright patatfiBO o1 Gto^^ 
And almost introduced thee to the >>vt^w^\ 
And art thou Btill caroa«ing, tor OieW^Vc^ 
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Rank poison, first fermenting to mere froth| 

And then subsiding into final gall ? 

To beings of sublime, immortal make, 

How shocking Lb all joj whose end is sure ! 

Such joy more shocking still, the more it cL&rms ! 

And dost thf*u choose what ends ere well begun, 220( 

And infamous as short ? and dost thou choose 

(Thou, to whose palate glory ib so sweet) 

To wade into perdition through contempt| 

Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 20' 

For I have pcep*d into thy cover 'd heart, 

And seen it blush beneath a boastful brow ? 

For by strong Guilt's most violent assault, 

Conscience is but disabled, not destroyed. 

O thou most awful being 1 and most vain I 20' 
Thy will how frail ! how glorious is thy power? 
Thou<Th dread Eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss and woo in thy despotic breast ; 
Though heaven and hell depend upon thy choice, 
A butterfly comes cross, and both are fled. 20 

Is this the picture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, shall it be mord just ? 
Lorenzo ! no ; it cannot, — shall not be. 
If there is force in reason ) or in sounds 
Chanted beneath the glimpses of the moon, 20 

A magic, at tliis planetary hour. 
When Slumber locks the general lip, and dreams, 
Through senseless mazes, hunts souls uninspired. 

Attend — ^the sacred mysteries begin 

My solemn night-born adjuration hear : 20 

Hear, and 111 raise thy spirit from the dust, 
While tlie stars gaze on this enchantment now ; 
Enchantment not internal, but divine ! 

* By Silence, Death's peculiar attribute ; 
By Darkness, Guilt's inevitable doom ; . 20 

By Darkness and by Silence, sisters dread ! 
That draw the curtain round NigKt's eboa ttirono, 
Aadr&iif^ idoaa wJewfl as tU^ 8QWitt\ 
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By Night, and all of awful Night preaenis 
To thoaglit or sense (of awful much, to both SlOO 
Ther|pddeas brings !) By these her trembling fires« 
^ike Vesta's, ever-burning, and, like hers, 
Sacred to thoughts immaeulate and pure ! 
JBy-these bright orators that prove and praise, 
And press thee to revere tlie Deity ; 2105 

Perhaps, too, aid thee, when revered, a while 

?o 'Teach his throne, as sta^s of the soul, 
hrough which, at different periods, she shall pass, 
Refiiiiitg 'gradual, for her final height, 
/ And purging off some dross at every sphere ! 21 10 
By this dark pall tiirown o'er the silent world ! 
Ajr-the world's kings and kingdoms most renown'd, 
rToin sliort Ambition's zenith set for ever. 
Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom t 
By the long list of swifl mortality, 2115 

From Adam downward to this eveniug knell, 
Wjiich midnight wares in Fancy's startl&d eye, 
Aa4 shocks her with a hundred centuries, 
jlodnd Death's black banner throng 'd in human thought 
^y thousands, now, resigning their last breath, 2120 
And calling thee — ^wcrt thou so wise to hear ! 
^y tombs o'er tombs arising, human earth 
^ected, to make room for — human earth, 
7h3 monarch's terror ! and the sexton's trade ! . 
By pompous obsequies that shun the day, 2125 

The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
JWJ^ch makes poor man's humiliation proud, 
^oast of our ruin ! triumph of our dut«t ! 
3y the damp vault tliat weeps o'er roj'al bones, 
And the pale lamp tiiat shows the ghastly dead, 2130 
More ghastly through the thick incumbent g^oom I 
3y visits (if there are) from, darker scenes, 
^riie gliding spectre ! and tlie groaning grove I 
By groans, and graves, and miseries that groan 
For the grave's shelter ! By desponding; meu^ ^V^^ 
&9BBehs8 to pains of deulU ixoui ^^tv^%^ ^\x!^\ 

if^i.V . .... ^ . .... 
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By Gailt'0 last audit ! By yon moon in blood, 

The rocking firmament, the falling stars, 

And thunder's last discharge, great Nature's knell ? . 

By second Chaos, and eternal Night, — ' 2140 

Be wiao— nor let Philander blame jny charm ; 

But own not ill discharged my double debt, 

Lore to the living, duty to the dead. 
For know I'm but executor ; he left 

This moral legacy ; I make it o*cr 2143 

By his command : Philander hear in me. 

And Ileavcir in both. — If deaf to tliese, oh ! lieaf 

FlorelIo*s tender Toice ; his weal depends 

On thy resolve ; it trembles at thy choice ; 

For his sake — ^love thyself: example strikes 2160 

All Jiuman hearts ; a bad example more ; 

More still a father's ; that insures his ruin. 

As parent of his being, wouldsl thou prove 

The' unnatural parent of his nascrlcs, 

And make him curse the being which thou gavest ? 

Is tliis the blessing of so fond a father .' 2156 

If careless of Lorenzo, spare, oh ! spare . 

Florello's lather, and Phi lander's friend 1 

Florello's father ruin'd, rr.ins him ; 

And from Philander 's friend the world expects 216(^ 

A conduct no dishonour to the dead. 

Lot passion do v;hat nobler motive should ; 

Let love and emulation rise in aid 

To reason, and persuade thee to be — ^blcss'd. 

This seems not a request to be denied ; 21C5 

Yet (such the' infatuation of mankind !) 
'Tis the most hopeless man can make to man. 
Shall I then rise in argument and warmth ? 
Afkd urge Philandcr's posthumous advice. 

From topics yet unbroach'd ? 217^^ 

But, oh ! I faint ! my spirits fail ! nor strange ! 
8o loiig on wing, and in no middle clime ! 
To which my great Creator's glory call'd ; 

^od callff-^butf now, in Vam, S\«iOT^*a d»^^ 
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Has stroked my drooping lids, and prosiuses 9175 

My long arrear of rest : the downy god 
(Wont to return with our returning peace) 
Will pay, ere long, and bicsj me with repoKO* 
Haste, haste, swuct stranger ! from tlie peasant's cot, 
The shipboy's liatnmock, or the soldier's straw, 2i80 
Whence Sorrow never cliased thee ; with i4iee bring 
Not hideous visions, as of late, but draughts 
Delicious of well tasted cordial rest, 
Man's rich restorative ; his balmy bath, 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play 2185 

The various movements of this nice machine. 
Which asks sucli frequent periods of repair. 
When tired witli vain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 
Fresh we spin ^n, till sickness clogs our wheels, 2190 
Or death quite breaks the spring, and motion ends : 
When will it end with me ? 

* Thou only know'st, . 

Thou, whose broad eye the future and the past. 

Joins to the present, making one of three 21D4 

To mortal thougiit 1 Tliou know'st, and Thon alone, ' 

All knowing ! — all unknown ! — and yet well known ! 

Near, though remote ! and, though unfathom'd, feU ! 

And, though invisible, for ever seen ! : ^ 

And seen in all ! the great and the minute t ' 

Kach globe above, with its gigantic race, .2200 

£aeh flower, each leaf, with its small people swarm'd, 

(Those puny voucher'^ of Omnipotence !) 

To the first thought that asks < From whence ?' decHro 

Their common source : thou fountain, running o'er 

In rivers of communicated joy ! 2205 

Who gavest us speech for far, far humbler themes ! 

$ay by what name shall I presume to call 

Him I see burning in these countless suns, 

As Moses in the busli ? Illustrious Mind 1 

The whole creation less, far loss, to TKe«, *3IW»^ 

Ti^ftn that to the creation's ample io>\xi^^ 
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How shall I name The© ?— How my labouring^ «t 
Heavea underneath the thoagrht, too big for birth I 

* Great System of perfections ! mighty Cttise 
Of caascs mighty !* Canse uncaused ! sole root i 
Of Natare, that luxuriant growth of God ! 
First Father of effects ! that progeny 
Of endless iK»fies; where the golden chain's 
Last link admits a period, who can tell ? 
Father of all that is or heard or hears ! * 

Father of all that is or seen or sees ! 
Father of uU that is or shall arise ! 
Father of this immeasurable mass 
Of matter multiform , or dense or rare, 
Opaque or lucid, rapid or at rest, ! 

Minute or passing bound ! in each extreme 
Of like amaz6 and mystery ^o m<an. 
Father of these bright millions of tho night ! 
Of which the least, full Godhead had proclairaM; 
And thrown the gazer on his knee' — Or, 'say. 
Is appeUatioft higher still thy choiGe ? 
Father of matter's temporary lords ! 
Father of spirits I nobler offspring ! sparks 
Of high paternal glory, rich endoW'd 
With various measurers, and with various mods) 
Of instinct, reason, intuition ; beams 
More pale o)r l>right from day divine, to break ' 
The dark of matter organized (the ware 
Of all cheated epirit) beams that rise 
Each over other in superior light, 
TItl the last ripens into lustre strong, 
Of n©*t approach to Godhead. Father fond 
(Far fonder than ere bore that name on eaith) 
Of intellectual beings 1 beings blessed 
With powers to please thee, not t>f passive ply 
To laws they know riot ; beings lodged in seats 
Of well adapted joys, in different d wes 
OftiuB imperial palace for thy sons ; 
Oftbia ;>roud, populous, wcW poYicwd, 
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h boamUess habitation, plann'd by Tliec ; 22o0 
several clans their several climates suit, 
insposition, doubtless, would destroy. 
! indulge, immortal King I indulge 
less august, indeed, but more 
ing '; ah ' liow sweet in human ears ! 2255 

in our ears, and trimnph in our hearts i 
of immortality to man ! 
le that lately* set my soul on fire-— 
lou tlio next ! yet equal ! thou by whom 
:essing was convcy'd, far more ! was bought, 
!e the {)rice ! by whom all worlds 22G1 

nade, and one redeemed ! illustrious Light 
iight illustrious ! thou, whose regal power 
n time, but infinite in space, 
:e than adamantine basis iix*d, 22G5 

3re, far more, than diadems and thrones 
)ly reigns, the dread of gods ! 
I ! the' friend of nian ! bexvcatji whose foot, 
the mandate, of whose awful nod, 
ons, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 2270 

, of low, of miiid, and matter, roll 
h tlie short channels of expiring time, 
eless ocean of eternity, 
r tempestuous (as thy Spirit breathes) 
ute subjection .'—And, O Thou 1 2275 

•rioiis Third I distinct, not separate ! 
g from both.! with both incorpprato, 
rongo to tell !) incorporate with dust ! 
lesconsion, as thy glory, great, 
cd in man ! of human hearts, if pure, 22dQ 
Inhabitant ! the tie divine 
en with, distant earth ! by whom, I troN, 
nspired) unconsured this address 
e, to Them — to whom ? — ^mysterious \jQ^^t '. 
f—jret unreveald'dl daYkneaaVu"V\^\\.\ *^>^^ 
in unity ! our joy ! our dtca«\ \ 
* See IVi>ht« H»« ?i\x\\> nntW^c^wivCn. 
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The triple Solt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 
That animates all right, the triple Sun t 
Sun of the soul ! her never setting Sun ! 
Triune, unutterable, unconceived, 2S9t> 

Absconding, yet demonstrable. Great Odd ! 
Greater than greater ! better than the besti 
Kinder than kindest ! with soft Tity's eye,- 
Or (stronger still to speak it) with thine own. 
From thy bright home, from that high firtn^meiit ilSS& 
"Where tiiou, from all eternity, hast dwdt ; 
Beyond archangels' unassisted ken. 
From far above what mortals highest ealt. 
From £levati6n*s pinnacle, look down, ' 
Through — ^what? confounding intervaH thrdugh all,. • 
And more, than labouring Fs^icy can conceive ; 230t 
Through radiant ranks of essences unknown ? 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detached ^ 
Round various banners of Omnipotence, 
With «ndless change <>f rapturous duties lired ; 2305^ 
Through wondrous beings* interposing swmrwk, * 
All clustering at the -call, to dweU in thee; 
Through this wide waste of wdrlds i this viilta rasi; 
All sanded' o'er with suns, suns turn'd to nigAi 
Before thy feeblest beam — ^look down^^— dowB^^own^ 
On a poor breathing particle in dust, t^lt' 

Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes': 
His crimes forgive t forgive his virtues too ! 
Those smaller fatilts, half converts to tho right : 
Nor let me close these eyes, which neve^ more ' 231S' 
May see the Sun (though Night's descending ae«l« ' ' 
Now weighs up Morn) linpitied and uiiAilesi^d I 
In thy displeasure dwells eternal pain ; 
Pain, our aversion ; pain , whidi strikes the now ; . 
And, since all pain is terrible to ma&^ S399' 

Though transient, terrible ; at thy good Umi^,' - 
Oentljr, ^b, gonilff lay me in my >aeA, 
-^ c/»jr-coid bed ! by nature, no'w,ao'tkft«p-, 
^ nature near, still nearer V>7 diee^ate \ 
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)tf^ Wtliif Ah ««iblem -of my gnve ; S8^ 

ratpreach the preacher ; every night 

mttMnftht boy at Philip'* Aarj 

»ngae of^ath ! thatcherakl of the tom^ . 

len (the shcdter of thy wing toipkired) 

tees, iooth'd, shall eii4c in soft repoeo, 2880 ' 

this truth atiil deeper in my kouI, 

tted by guy piUow, aign'd by Fate, 

I Fate*i volume^ at the pa^roof Man>« 

t sickly sool^ tboiigh<tar»*d and toss*d (oY wer 

ide to b.de, -can 'rest 5n i.oaght but Thee:; 3?t35 

1 full trust, -hereoAcf in full joy :" 

ee, the-proniltcdy sate; eternal down 

its,! toird in -trave) through this vtal» : 

that pillow shalt my^ soul despond ; 

<0V8' almigbty I Love almighty ! (sing,' 9340 " 

Creation-1) Love almighty reigns ! 

ath of death t that cordial of dcsps^r ! 

ad Eternity-striumpiiaat^ongl 

whom no more ^^— for/ O thou Patron God f 

>od and mortal! thbnoe more.Ood to man \ 

thtaie ete^mal i > man's eterusl themet { 3^0 ' ^ 

:anat not seiq>0' uninjured fxom our praise : 

red from our praise eaa he escape 

U8emb6seltt^d from tiie Father, bow» < 

laven of heaviejis to ^iss the distant «arth ! 2350 

es out in agofiJea « ainloss soul ! 

t tlie ordM Death's iron- soeptife breaks 1 :' 

aaiiih*4 R«iD ploclir her human prey t 

s^^widtfihe gat«a»«eleetaal to his foes ! 

^ratitodo^fot^ mi^^k bottU<lke88:debt, 2355 

m their WKBi»itt|< bfolhers to recerre l" 

deep JlUBtaii-guiHw pa^fweut £im 

per guilt, t>rohjibit0ioiuy deepairi 

B it, 9Mi4tar duty^ ter rejoice r* 

i^'siOmM tO> oi&«d)»«teh%\y ^iM\ "^^ ' 

lis deli^ht^'ftinongltlio e«*ft% «l5ttv^tv^* 
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What words are these — and did they come £rcaa 
Heaven? 

And were they spoke ta man ? to guilty man f 

What are all mysteriea^to loye like thk ? 

The songs of angels, all the inelodieiB 3309 

Of choral gpds, are wafled in the sound ; 

Heal and exhilarate the broken heart, 

Though plungedi before, ia horrors daik as night : 

Rich prelibation of coneummate joy 1 

Nor wait wo dissolution to bo bless'd. SS70 

This final effort of the moral Muse, 
How justly titled !* nor for me aloiip ; 
For aU that read. What sptrii of scfpp<aly 
What heights of Consolation crown my song I 

Then farewell Night ! of darkness^ now, no me^e ; 
J^y breaks, slunes, triumphs; 'tis eternal day ! '2370 
Shall that which rises out of nought compliaia 
Of a few evils, paid with endless joys ? 
My soul ! henceforth, in sweetest union joia 
The tliro supports of hiunan happiness, 8380 

Which some, erroneous^ think can never meet. 
True taste of life, and constant thought of death ! 
The thought of death, sole vietor of its dread ! 
Hope be thy joy, and probity thy skill ; 
Thy patron He Whose diadem has dropped 2385 

Yon gems' of heaven, eternity thy prize ; 
And leaves the racers of the world their own, 
Their feather and their froth, lor endless toils : 
They part with all, for that which is not bread , 
They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, power, 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim at mor^. 2391 
How must a spirit, late escaped from earth. 
Suppose Philander's, Lucia'a, or Narcipsa'sy 
The truth of thing* new-blazing in its eye, 
Lfook back, astonished on the wa^^ oC isvatv^ 239St 

WioBe lives* jvholo drift ia to £ot|^e\. \.Vv^vt f;tv{««k\ 
-^od when our present ptivile^j^e V« psisa'A., 

* The Gonso\av\on, « 
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To aeoxixgo ua wi(h due nense Qf i(9 abuuso, ^ 

Tho fliitie MtontthmeAt will soixe us aU. 

What then mast pain ad would pr««<erve us now. 24(K) 

Lorenzo I 'tis not yet too late. Lorenzo ! 

ScUe wisdom, ere 'tis torment ^ bo wise ; 

That is, seize Wisdom ere she seizes thee. . . , 

For what, my small philosopher ! is hell ? 

'Tis nothing but full knowledgo of the truth, 2403 

When Truth, resisted long, is sworn our foe, 

And calls Eternity to do her ri^rht. 

Thus darkness aiduiv intellectual light, 
And sacred Silence whispering truths divine, 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 2410 

My song the niidnight raven has outwing*d, 
AQd shot, ambitious ofunbounded scones, 
|)6yond the flaming limits of the world 
Iter gloomy flight. But what availa the flight "^ 
Of Fajicy, When our hearts remain below ? 24.1^ 

Virtue abounds in flatterers and foes ; 
'^18 pride to praise her, penance to perform. 
To more than Words, to more than worth of tongue^ 
Lorenzo ! rise, 9t this auspicious hour, 
An hour when Heayen*s most intimt^te with man ; 
When, like a falling star, the ray divine 2421 

glides swift Ihto the bosoin of the Juat ; 
And just ate all, determined to reclaim > 
Which sets that title high within thy reach. 
Awake, then ; thy Philander calls : awake t 2433 

Thou, who shalt wake when the Creation sleeps ; 
Wheti, like a taper, all these suns expire ; 
When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath) 
Flacking the pillars that support the world, 
In Natai^'s ample ruins lie& entomb'd, 2430 

And midnight, universal midnight ! reign». 
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BOOK I. 

From lofty themes, from thoughts thrk spar'd on high, 
And open'd wondrous scenes above the sk}', 
My Muse ! descend : indulge my fond desire ; 
With softer thoughts my melting soul inspire, 
And smooth my numbers to a female's praise : 3 

A partial world will listen to my lays 
While Anna reigns, and acts a female name 
Unrival'd in the glorious lists of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land ! 
Whose radiant ej^es the vanquished world commanil, 
Virtue is beauty ; but when charms of mind \% 

With elegance of outward form are joined ; 
When youth makes such bright objects still more bright 
And Fortune sets them in the strongest light, 
'Tis all of heaven that we' below may view, J5 

And all but adoration is your due. 

Famed femt^le virtue did this isle sulom 
Ero Ormond, or her glorious Queen was bora : 
\Vhen now Maria's powerful arms prevail'd, 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd, 20 

The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 
In blooming yop.th, adorn'd with every grace, 
Who gain'd a crown-by treason not her own. 
And innocently fill'd another's throne, 
Ilurl'd from the summit of imperial state, 23. 

With equal mind sustain'd the stroke of Fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part,, 
With manly reason fortify his heart ? 
At once she longs, and is afraid to know ; 
Now swift she moves, and now advances slow, 36 

To Bnd her lord ; and, finding, i^a^ises by, 
Bilent with fbar, nor darea she lue^vVv* ^'j^^ 
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Lest that, unask'd, Im speechless grief diflcloas 
The mournful secret of his inward woes : 
Thai «fter aickness, doubtful of lier face, $6 

The melancholy virgin shuna the glass. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look- serene. 
And sorrow soflen'd by her hearenly mien, 
She clasps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue > 4# 

Gentle and sweet, as vernal zepbyi blows, 
TVnning the Uly, or the blooming rose : • 

* Grieve not, my lord ; a crown) indeed, is leal \ 
What far outshines-a crown wo still may boast ; 
A mind composed, a mind that oan<lisdain 46* 

A fruitless sorrow for a loss so vain. 
Nothing is loss Uiat virtue can improva 
To wealth eternal, and return above ; 
Above, where no distinction sliall bo known 
'Twixt him whom storiiis have shaken from a tlirone^ 
And him who, basking in the smiles of Fate, 51 

vBhone £>rthln all the splendour of tlie great : 
Nor can I find the difference here below ; 
I lately was a queen ; 1 still am so, 
While Guilford's wife : thee rather I obey, 55 

Than o*er mankind extend imperial sway. 
<When we lie down in some obscure retreat, 
Incensed Maria may her rage forget ; 
And I to death my duty will improve, 
And what you miss in empire, add in love— 00 

Your godlike soul is open'd in your look, 
And I have faintjy your great meaning spoke. 
For this alone I'm pleased I wore the crown, 
To find with what content we lay it down. 
Heroes may win, but 'tis a heavenly race €5 

Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.* 

Thus spoke the fairest of her seic, and cfaeer'd 
Her d/oopitig lord, whose boding boMid ^««s^A 
A darker c7ou^ otills would bu¥fii, a,tid i^«^ 
Severer venffeancoon licr guMes« Vic«iOl» '^^ 
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Too jas|» »)»9 1 tbo terroiyi wfaicK ho felt : 
For, lo ! & guvd 1-^forgivo Mm if Im molt — 
Spw sharp h^r panfaj wlien «iT»r*d frooihitiiiiii 
Tho most siBCocely lore4 and loving hth^ 
Ix% ^pw€ cooHiiodt the >U«o forhoof^ to toil ; 
Deep wflsiwr iiigUMh, btf t »lie bon: it w«U : 
Hi* paw was o^t^, hot liifi vietuo 1«m ; 
i|e thoaglit iaigri^thei# couki be 90 «X€«0ji- 
Pensive he sat> o*er cost -with gloomy cose, 
And often fondly oleep*d. his abaent fiiir ; 
Noir, silent, w«nder*d U^ottgh his rooiiift«f«ttlS| 
And sioken'd et the ponip, and taK-'d bis fivte, 
.Which thuf adoraU, in-ftll bor fining stoWy 
A splendid wretch, magjuificenily poor. 
Now on the bridal bed ys eyes were.eaat, 
And anguish fed on his enjoy laents past ', 
Each recotfectvd pkasuire oiade him smart. 
And every transport sta^^'d him to the lujart. 
; Tbatiiappy moon which summon'd to delight 
That moon wiii^h abo&f on hie dear nuptial nigb!l 
Which saw hip fold.hef yet untasted chatms 
(Denied to princes) in \fjka longing arms, 
.Now sees the tr:in<»ient blessing fleet away. 
Empire and lovo ! the vision of a day. 

Thus, in tbe Uritish ctime, a sumiuer st^rm 
Will oft the smiling face 4>f iieaven deform ; 
The winds with violence at ooce descend, 
Sweep flowefs and fruits, and make the foreafcboi 
A sudden winter, while the Sun is n^ar, 
O'ercom^ the 84>ase]ii,iand inverts the yi^r. 

But wbitlier is the <^tive borne av^y. 
The beauteous captivef ! from the cheerful d^y ? 
.-Hifhe scene is changed -incbBed ', before Ueroyiis 
lU boding Ipolu and {xi^kaewiii )iQr-E0|» rife : 
For p9q^ «a4 splendpitf,: fi>r k^t guaitl Mfd ettmn 
A ^ioo|^c4^pDg«»n, i;»4ja^«(WI«V'H^^m\ 
£Jack tho|ig]^at«*ch i|VD»ti|^m^9*^\^^V««^^ 

ifacb night itt>iftwtelw^ «^'^^»^^^^'^' 
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All, inouinrul cliaago, ifjudged by Tul^r mmds? 
But Sufiblk'a duuglitei its advantage finds. IID 

Hcligion'B forco divine is bosl diaplay'd 
lu deep denertioD of all human uid ; 
To fuccDur in oxlreineB is her delighl, 
And clieer tko hciut whou tecior Btrikos the sight. 
Wo,, diabeltoving our on-u aeusos, giZO, ttS 

And vrondcrwhal a. inortarB boait can raiso 
To tijutii])h o'ei lularaitunos, antilfl in grief, 
And comfort tliose who cume to bring relief 
Wo gazo, nod as we gaze, wuallh, fame decay. 
And all Ihs world's vain gloiit:s fado away. 120 

Agaiiial liar carea che raised a daiintl«£a niitid, 
And with an ardent Iioarl, but most resign 'd, 
Deep in the dreadful glooin, with pious hsal, 
Amid tlie silence of her dark retreat, 
Addreas'd bcr God—' Aliui^rhiy Power Divin* '. 125 
'Tin tbine to raiau, and to depress is tbJue ; 
^'Vith houonr lo light up the name unloioK'n, 
Or to put out tbo lustre of a tliroiie. 
Ir: my short span lH)tb Girtuncs 1 have proved. 
And though with ill frail nature will be moved, I'Mi 
I'll bear it well ■ (O strcngthEn mo to boar !) 
And if my piety may claim thy care, 
If I rcitieiiiber'd, in youth's giddy beat, 
And tuoiult uf a court, a fulure slate ; 
<> favour, when thy mercy 1 implore, ]35 

Fit one wlio never guilty sceptre bore ! 
'Twas I ruccived tlio croivii ; my lord is free ; 
If it must fall, let iciiijeoncc CUl on mo ; 
I..et bim survive, liiH country's name to raise. 
And in a guilty laui! to speak tliy [iratse '■ 140 

O may the' indulgenco of a father's love, 
Pour'd forlli on me, be doubled from above '■ 
If these are safe, I'll think my pitjEia watte**.. 
And bieaatby tender morcioB ■«Kv\a>. \\t\ea4" 
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Though rigid jostice rushed into ofience, 

A«d draok, in zeal, the blood of Innocence. 

The Son went down in clouds, and seem'd to movra 

The 8^ necessity of his r etarn ; ISO 

The hollow wind and melancholy rain, 

Or did, or was imagined to complain ; 

The tapers cast an inauspicious light ; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark thB night. 

Sweet Innocence in chains can take her rest ; 15b 
Soft slumber gently creeping through her breast, 
She sinks , and in her sleep is reenthrotied, 
Moek'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown*d. 
She views her fleets and armies, seas and land, 
And stretches wide her shadow of command : 160 
With royal ^rple is her vision hung ; 
By phantom hosts are shouts of conquest rung , 
iiow ai her feet the suppliant rival lies : 
Our prisoner mourns her fate, and bids her rise. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, . ICu 

Glaix^ed on the hills, and westward cast the shade ) 
The busy trades in city bad began 
To sound and speak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants' breasts the tlioughts of vengeance rouso, 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his spouse. 170 
At tliis first birth of light, while morning breaks. 
Our spouseless bride, or widow'd wife, awakes *, 
Awakes, and smiles ', nor night's imposture blames j 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 
A short-lived blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 175 

That died in birth, tliat shone, and were no more : 
She turns her side, and soon resumes a state 
Of mind well suited to her altered fate, 
Serene, though serious, when dread tidings come 
(Ah, wretched Guilford !) of her instant doom. 180 
Sun ! hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 
Thjr face involve *, be guWUeas oS V\i^ «v\^V.% ^ 
Or baate more awiflly to v\we vjeBi^ixv \aiJAr»> 
^V let her blood the couacicua d^;j-\v^V. «\.;jlva.\ 
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Oh '. how severe ! to fall so new a bride, 18& 

Tel blushing firom th^ priest, in youthfal pride ; 
"When Time liad just matured each perfect grace, 
And opened all the wonders of her face ! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 
Fond of bis woe and obstinate in grief. 190 

Unhappy Fair ! whatever Fancy drew, 
(Vain promised blessings) vanish from her view • 
No train of cheerful days, endearing nights. 
No Bweet domestic joys, and chaste delights ; 
Pleasures that blossom e*en from doubts and fears. 
And bliss and rapture rising out of cares : 19(> 

No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
Luird on her knee, or smiling in her face ; 
Who, when her dearest father shall return 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 200 

Might comfort to his silver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart : 
As where fruits fall quick-rising blossoms smile, 
And the blest Indian of his cares beguile. 

In vain these various reasons jointly press 205 

To blacken death, and heighten her distress ; 
She through the* encircling terrors darts her sight 
To the bleBs*d regions of eternal light, 
And fills her soul with peace : to weeping friehds 
Her lather and her lord she recommends, 210 

Unmoved herself: her foes her air survey, 
And rage to see their malice thrown away. 
She soars ; now nought on earth detains-her earo — 
But Guilford, who still struggles for his share. 
Still will his form importunately rise, 215 

Clog and retard her transport to the skiet. 
As trembling flames naw take a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a returning li9;ht> 
ThuB her aoul onward, from the aeala iXyvq« 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into \ov^. ^ 

At length she conquers in the do\ibtEnV€«\^% 
That Heaven she seeks will be V»t OxkWtof^'^^^ 
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Jjiow Death is wdlcQirie ; his approach is slow ; 
Tis ted'ious longer to expect th^ blow. 

Ohy mortals ! short of sight, who think the past 2S5 
O'erblown misfortune still shall prove the last : 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train, 
And oft in life form one perpetual chai(i : 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend. 
Till life and sorrow meet one common end. 230 

She thinks that she has nought but death to fear ; 
And death is conquered. Worse than death is near: 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete ; ^ 
Thtf news arrives of her great father's fate. 
She sees his hoary head, all wliite with age, 235 

A victim to.the' offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had she breathed her last 
£re the dire sentence <m her father pass'd ! 

A fonder parent Nature never know, 
And as his age increased his fondness grew. iMO 

A parent- s love ne'er better was bestow'd ; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd. . 
And can she from all weakness still refrain ' 
And still the firmness of her soul maintain ? — 
Impossible ! a sigh will force its way, 24& 

One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
{She sighs 9iid weeps ! but so sho weeps ai)d sighs, 
^•silent dews descend, and vapours rise. 

Celestial Patience ! how <lost> thou defeat 
The ^oe*s proud menace, and eliide his h^to ! 200 

While Passion taJ^es bis part, betrays pur pe9.pe 
To death and torture swells each sliglU disgrace } 
9y not opposing thou dost ills destroy, 
And wear thy eonquer'd spjrows into joy. 

Now she. revolves within her anxious niind S55 

What woo still lingers in reserve behind. 
Griefs rise on griefs, and B)\e dan sg© Tvo\ici\wv3i, 
While nature la^ts, arxd ^'.k.iv tece\v<i xi -wowxv^. 
The sword is drawn ; tVio qviectvto Ta'^cvxvtWxv^, 
f^J^ mercy nor by piety coulvncd. 
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What mercy can the zealot's heart amuage. 

Whose piety itself converts to rage ? 

She thought, and sigh'd ; and aow the blood began 

To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and w^a : 

17ew sorrow dimm'd the lustre of her eye, 265 

And on her cheek the hiding roses die. 

Alas ! should Guilford too— When now she^s brought 

To that dire view, that precipice of thought, 

While there she trembling stands, nor dares look down, 

Nor can recede, till Heaven*s decrees are known, 270 

Coro of all ills, till now, her lord appears-^ 

Bat not to cheer her heart, and dry her tears ? 

Not now, as usual, like the rising day. 

To chase the shadows and the damps away ', 

But like a gloomy storm, at once to sweep iSTS 

And plunge her to the bottcm. of the deep. 

Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 

His voice was firozen by his cold despair ; 

Slow, like a ghost, he moved with solemn pace ', 

A dying paleness sat upon his face : — 280 

Back she recoil'd, she smote her lovely breast. 

Her eyes the anguish of her heart confessed : 

Struck to the soul, she staggered with the wound, 

And sunk, a breathless image, to the ground. 

Thus the fiiir lily, when the sky*s o'ercast, 285 

At first hut shudders in the feeble blast ; 
But when the winds and weighty rains descend. 
The &ir and upright stem is forced to bend. 
Till broke, at length, its snowy leaves are shed,. 
And strew with dying sweets their native bed. 290 



BOOK n. 

He A GuHford clasps her,lDQa\i\At>a\V!i^^^!^> 
And with a kiss recals hei A.eeVvn^'Nst^^^*. 
To tapers ihuSf which by a\AaA\. ^x-^vx^, 
A lighted taper, touched, lealoi^ii \X\^^^^- 

24* 
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She reared h»r cwiuuniag eye, and saw the lig^t, & 
And Guilford, too, or the had loath'd the sight. 
Ilet &theT'« death she bore, despised bor Qwn, 
But iKMT siie must, she will, have lea?e to^ra^ 
* Ah ! Guilford V the began, aad would have lippli^o, 
But sobs rush'd ia, aad every accent brpko i 10 

Kea^n itsellT, as gusts- of passion blewy 
Was rufled in the tempest, a.nd withdrew. 

80 the youUi lost his image in the w^Uy 
Wicn tears upon the yielding &urf&ce fell ; 
The scatter'd features slid into decay, lA 

And spreading circles drove his &oe .awiiy> 

To touch the $oA afieotions, And contifol 
Tho manly .temper o£4he bvavesi soul, 
Wliat with ftfilioted be&oty can comp«re, 
And drops of lore distilling from the imf ? S^ 

It melts u»dewa ; our pains delight be^^ow, 
And wo with fondness languish o'«r ^ur w^P* 

This -GuiUord prbved ; eoid, with exce^ of pai% 
And pleasure too, did to his bp^iaon strain 
The weeping fair : sunk deep ia aoft desire, ^ 

Indulged in love, and nuBsed the raging &%; 
Than tore hiraseU* away ; and, standing mdQ, 
As fe&ring a rdapse of fimdaess, cried, 
With ill tdissemblsd grief, ^ My life ! ibrbear ; 
You wound your Guilford with each cruel. tea^ : ^ 
Did you not chide isny grief? ceprasa yotirqiwib 
Nor want eompassion for yourself alone. 
I lavo you beheld bow, from the distant maio, 
Tlio thronging waves roll on, a mimerous jtrain, 
And foam, and bellow, till they reach the shore, S5 
There burst their noisy pride, and are no more ? 
Thus the successive tAows of human race. 
Chased hj th^ coming) the precoeding chase ; 
T/iejr eoiihd and swell, theit \\a\x^\\\.^ Yv^^i^a^ve^ x«w^ 
T'hen All and flatten, break imd dva^^j^v®^^ • 'l'^ 

^i/ejs a forfeit we must sbotUy p^?, 
^^d irhere'a the mighty Iticro of ^ Aa-7 ^• 
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y should you mourn my fato ? 'ti* most unkind ; 
ir own you boro with an unshfikon mind : 
I which, can you imagine, \ras tho dart 45 

it drank most blood, sunk deepest in my hnart ? 
nnot livo without you ; and my doom 
Dct with joy, to share ono common tomb.— 
I are again ^our tears profusely spiU'd ? 
! then, my kindness blackcTis to my guilt ! 60 

)ils itself if it recal your pain : — 
i of ray life ! I beg you to refrain : 
I load which Fate imposes yott incrcaso, 
1 help Maria to destroy my peace.' 
ut, oh ! agn.inyt himsolf his laboxir turn'd ; 55 

more he comforted the more she monrn'd. 
ipasRion swells our grief; words soft and kind 
sooth our weakness, and diesolvo the mind, 
sorrow fltw'd in streams ; nor hers alcn© ; 
lie that he Wnmcd, he yielded to his own. ' 00 
3rfe are the smiles she wore when she, so late, 
.'d him groat partner of the rcffal state ; 
in orient genw around her teniples blaxed, 
bending nations on the ji^Iotj gazed ? 
'is now the queen's command thf?y both rotroat 61 
srcop with dignity, and mourn in stale : 
forms the decent miser}- with joy, 
leads with pomp the wretch eho would dwjtroy. 
lacioas hall is hung with black, nil light 
i out, and noon-dny daiken'd intoniglit : 70 

n the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, 
) a dim crescent in a clouded sky ; 
eds a quivering, melancholy gloom, 
cli only shows the darkncsr, of the room • 
ining axe is on the table lahl, 75 

eadful sight ! and glitters throug^K lK<^ %l\^^^, 
this sad scene the lovers ara c.t\TOW.^^, 
no of terrors to a gniAly YiV\tvA\ 
10 /haf would have aa.r^^T>^\ VsVA-v ^\i^^*^ ^'^^'''' 
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"Whmt can they do ? they fix their mournful eyes- 
Then Guilford thus, abruptly : * I despise 
An empire lost ; I fling away the crown ; 
Numbers have laid that bright delusion down ; 
But Where's the Charles, or Dioclesian where, 85 
Could quit the blooming, wedded^ weeping fair ? 
Oh ! to dwell ever on thy lip ! to stand 
In full possession of thy snowy hand ! 
And, through the* unclouded crystal of thy eye, 
The heavenly treasures of thy mind to spy ! 90 

Till rapture reason happily destroys, 
And my soul wanders through immortal joys ! 
Give me the world, and ask me, * Where's my bliss .' i 
I clasp thee to my breast, and answer This, 
And shall the grave' — He groans,, and can no monre, 95 
But all her charms in silence traces o'er ; 
Her Up, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought, 
And wondering sees, in sad presaging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty, fall, 
And roll along the dust, a ghastly ball ! 100 

Oh ! let those tremble who are greatly bless'd ! 
For who but Guilford could be thus distress'd ? 
Come hither, all you happy ! all you great ! 
From flowery meadows, and from rooms of state ; 
Nor think I call your pleasures io destroy, 105 

But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not ; but, smiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the brave or fair. 

Was ever such a mournful, moving sight ? 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling light : 110 
Now they embrace ', and, mix'd with bitter woe, 
Like Isis and her Thames, one stream they flow : 
Now they start wide ; fix'd in benumbing care, 
Thef stiffen into statues ofdev^aAt >. 
Abir tenderly severe and ftercekV^ Vixi^> V& 

Tliejr rwib at once ; tliey Aing tiioivt cax«i%>o^vR.^ 
-4W clasp, as if to death ♦, now vowa xe^^^itX., 
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A short delusion j for the r4giii;j pain 
Roturns, and their poor hearts must bleed ajaia. 

Meantime, the queen new crueltj dcor3od ; 
But ill content that thoy should onl^ bleoJ, 
A priest is sent, who, with insidiouj art, 
instils his poison into Suffolk's heart. 
And Guilford drank it : hanging on tho breari, 
IJc from his childhood was with Romo pcssosa'd. 
When now tho ministers of Death draw ni^rb, 
And in her dearest lord alie first must die, 
TJio subtle priest, who long had watch'd to Cad 
The most unguarded passes of her mind. 
Bespoke lier thus : * Grieve not ; 'tis in your power 
Your lord to rescue from this fatal hour.' 
\lcT bosom pants ; she draws her breath with pain ; 
A sudden horror thrills through every vein ; 
Life seems suspended, on his words intent, 135 

And her soul trembles for tho great event. 

'J'ho priest proceeds : * Embrace tha faith of Rome, 
And wrard your own, your lord's, and father's doom.' 
Ye blcsse4 spirits ! now your charge sustain : 
The past was easo : now first she suffers pain. 140i 
Must she pronounce her father s death ? must sho 
Bid Guilford- bleed ? — It must not, cannot b^. 
It cannot be ! but 'tis the Christian's praise, 
Above. i22^pos§iVAUties to r^^a 
The wqaknc^ pf our nature, and deride 
Of vain philosophy-, tho boasted pride. 
W)tat though our feeble sinews scarco impart 
A moment's swiftnesJ to tho fealher'd dart ; 
Though tainted air our vigorous youth can break, 
And a ciiill blast the hardy warrior aliakp ? 150 

Yet ar2 we strong ; hear the loud tempest ro^r 
From east to west, and ca!l us weak no more : 
The lightning's unresisted Corca procl\il\aA 
Onr might, and thunders ralao out \\\3iYc\Vv^ wxvix^i^' 
Y'ig our Jchoviili fills tho hea,v^W3 *, ;v^\QV\gL ^ 

Ati ho fih:iU rm'rji A\ni\^\\\y^ \cv>. aiti ?s\^^\v^'- 
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i6^ THE FORCE OF RELIGIOS. iii. 

We, by devotion, borrow 6*0111 his throne. 

And almost make Omnipotence our ovm : 

We force the^ates of heaven by (fervent prayer, 

And call forth triumph out of man's despair. IGC 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, Wis her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in silence, to the skies, 
Dfcvoutly sad — ^tben, brightening, like the day, 
When sudden winds sweep scatter'd clonds away, 
Shining in majesty, till now unknown, W 

And breathing life and spirit scarce her own, 
She, rising, speaks ; * If these the terms — * 

Here Guilford, croc! Guilford ! (barbarous man f 
Is this thy love ?) as swift as lightning ran, 
O'erwhelm'd her, with tempestuous sorrow fraught. 
And stifled, in its birth, the mighty thought : 17 
Then, bursting fresh into a flood of tears, 
Fierce, resolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he beat his breast, 
And thus the fervour of his soul express'd : 1^ 

Oh ! let thy thought o'er our past converse rove. 
And show one moment uninflamed with love ! 
Oh ! if thy kindness can no longer losty 
In pity to thyself forget the past ? 
Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, V. 
Pronounce his doom whom thou hast held so dear : 
Thou, who hast took me to thy arms, and swore 
Umpires were Vfle, and Fate could give no more ; 
That to continue was its utmost power, 
And make the future like the present hour : I) 

Ndw call B rufiian, bid his cruel sword 
Lay wide the bosom of thy worthless lord : 
Transfix his heart (since you its love disclaim) 
And stain his honour with a traitor^s name. 
This might perhaps be borne without remorse, 1 
£ut sure a, father's pailgs "wi\\\ia."ve \\v«v"t few»\ 
SIhall his good age, bo new its ioutwe-s'^ «tA, 
-Throuffh cFtiel torment to the grave A^%tti\^^ 



THE FOHOE OF RELIGION. mf 

His shallow blood all issue at a wound. 

Wash a slave's feet, and smoke upon the ground ? 195 

JBut he to you has ever been severe ; 

Then take your vengeance' — Suffolk now drew near^." 

Bending beneath thi» burden of his care, 

His robes iiegloc ted and his head was bare : 

Decrepit Winter, ki the yearly ring-, 200 

Thus slowly creepB to meet the blooming S.pring : 

Downward he cast a melancholy look, 

Thrice turn'd to hide his grief, then faintly spoke :-~ 

* Now ^eep in years, and forward in decay, 

That axe can only rob me of a day z tiO& 

For thee, my ^otjil's desire ! I can't refrain ; 

Aad shall my tears, my last tears, flow in vain ? . 

When jrou shall know a •mother's tender name, . 

My heart's distress no longer will yo«t blame.' 

At this, afar his bursting groans were heard ; SIO 

The tears ran trickling down his silver beard : 

tie snatch'd her hand, which to his lips be press'd* 

And bid her ' plant a dagger in his breast ;' 

Then, sinking, call'd ' her piety unjust,' 

And soil'd his koary temples in the dust. 215 

Hard-hearted men ! will you no mercy kmow ? 
lias the queen bribed you to distress her foe r 
O weak deserters to Misfortune's part, 
By false affection thus to pierce her heart \ 
When she had soar'd, to let your arrows fly, 229 

And fetch her bleeding firom the middle sky. 
And can her virtue, springing from the ground, 
Her flight recover, and disdain the wound. 
When cjleaving love and human interest bind 
The broken force of her aspiring mind ? 223 

As round the generous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her strength, the serpent wreaths his traini 'i 
Her straggling wings entangles, cxuVin^ ^^x^i^ 
Wb poisonous tadl, and stings hei a.B «Y^^ ^v«%. 

IVJiJle yet the blow's first dtea^dtxA in©\^\Ol ^^ ^^ 
And with its force her j-o;>olution. ie^\«, 



5>o6 THK FORCE OF RELIGION. b. it. 

Large Jjora, unfolding with a mouruful Boua<l 

To \iow discover, weliering on tho ground , 

Three headless trunks of those whose arms niaintain'd, 

And in ho,r wars immortal glory gain'd : . 235 

The lifted axe assured her ready doom, 

And silent mourners sadden'd all the room ;— 

Shall I proceed, or here break oft* ray tale, 

Nor truths to stagger human faith reveal ? 

She met this utmost malice of her fate SJO 

With Christian dignity and pious state ; "" 
'i'he beating storm's propitious rage sho blcfls'd, 
And all tho martyr triumph 'd in her breast. 
Her lord and father, f^^r a moment's spare, 
tSha strictly folded in hor soft embrace ! 245 

Then thus sho spoke, while angels heard on highj 
And sudden glidncsJ smiled along the aky : 

* Your ovcr-fondneas has not moved my halo ; 
1 am well pleased 3'ou make my death so great : 
1 J3y I cannot save yoxx , and have given 250 

Tvv'o lives, much dearer than my own, to Heaven, 
If BO tho queen decrees.* — But 1 have cause 
To hope my biood will satisfy tho laws ; 
If there is mcrcv Etiil, for vou, in store: 
Vi'ith mo tho bitterncsa of death ia o'er ; 365 

lie shot his sting in that farewell embrace, 
And all, that is to come, is joy and fieace. 
Thon let ujistaken sorrov,' be eupprcisd, 
Nor Rccm to env}* my approachmg rest.* 
Then, turning to tho ministers of I'ato, 260 

iihc, smiling, says, ^ My victory's complete ; 
And tell your queen 1 tiicmk her for the blow, 
And grieve my gratitude I cannbt show. 
A poor return 1 leave in England's crown, 
I or everlasting pleasure and renown : 2C5 

■fier guilt aionc allaya IhW \Mip^y Vioui \ 

Jler gulltf — tho only \cnge^tv,cjB m\ket ^Qw«t2 
^ot Home, untouch'd vrUVi aoTicm,\it^^\asx Vj\», 

^d fierce Mav's. pitied Ucr loo UV-e. 
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